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Valentine's 
is Just 
Another Day 


by wonduhhwoman 
@stillfly94 


“What do you and Shouto have planned for Valentine’s evening?” Ochako 
asked Katsuki at lunch—they had been working a morning shift together and 
made a fucking stellar team. The shitty villains didn’t stand a chance, and rid- 
ing the high of victory made it easy for him to convince her to spend a little 


money on food. 


The question was on-fucking-brand for Ochako—she was forever snooping 
into his life. Making small talk with him was like pulling teeth for anyone else, 
but for some reason Ochako made him incredibly loose lipped. But this time 


there wasn’t much to Say. 


“Probably nothing,” he answered honestly, biting into his pork bun without 


any regard to how she would take that news. 


“What?” she gasped, affronted. 


“You fuckin’ heard me,” he grumbled, rolling his eyes. 


She scoffed at him, pushing her half-eaten basket of dumplings to the side so 


that she could lean over the table and get in his personal bubble. 


“Yeah, | heard you,” Ochako said, a dangerous gleam in her eyes that she 


usually saved for her opponents. “I’m just a little shocked.” 


“You really shouldn’t be,” Katsuki deadpanned. Honestly, what did she fuck- 


ing expect? 


“You're not going to use this occasion to romance your boyfriend?” She 
raised her eyebrow at him to imply that she expected an excuse and a damn 


well good one at that. 


Katsuki couldn’t help but snort. 


“Half n’ half feels romanced even when I’m calling him a shithead for not 
knowing how to do his own fucking laundry.” His mind conjured up an image 
of Shouto, basket of laundry sitting on his hip as he stared blankly at the 
washing machine. “Fucking shithead,” he rumbled under his breath at the 


memory-—only slightly fondly. 


When he glanced up at Ochako, she was wearing the shittiest grin he’d ever 


seen. 


“Shut the hell up,” Katsuki huffed, reaching over to her forgotten food and 


stuffing one of her pork buns into her mouth. She laughed around the attack, 


biting into the food and taking the rest of it from his hands. 

When she swallowed, she poked him and said, “I didn’t even say anything.” 
“Like you didn’t have some smartass quip on the tip of your tongue.” 
Ochako grinned like the cheshire cat. 

“Not even one,” she lied. 

Katsuki raised a brow at her, waiting with a tired expression for her to find 
her timing. There was a moment of silence where they just stared at the oth- 
er with a challenge in their eyes. 


And then she opened up her fucking mouth. 


“It’s cute how you pretend not to be devastatingly in love with him,” Ochako 


declared cheekily. 


Katsuki slammed his hands down on the table, making the occupants of the 
restaurant around them startle and look over in alarm. Of fucking course, 
Ochako didn’t even flinch. 


“| told you to shut the hell up!” 


“You can’t make me, Kacchan,” she teased, flicking his arm and sticking her 


tongue out at him. 


“Gonna murder you next time we spar,” he barked, relaxing back into his seat 
even as a weird mix of irritation and fondness surged through him. He could 
grumble all he wanted, but he couldn’t deny that he appreciated Ochako’s 
friendship. 


“lll believe it when | see it,” Ochako sang, waving her hand in the air as if to 
dismiss the conversation. “But this isn’t the point. The point is that you need 


to do something with your boyfriend for Valentine’s day.” 
“Says who? It’s just another shitty day.” 
" 


“It’s a day for romance 


“Yeah?” Katsuki shoots back a little mockingly. “I'll romance Shouto on my 


own terms.” 


Ochako scoffed. 


“Don’t tell me that’s why you're doing nothing on Valentine’s day.” Her eyes 


narrowed at him. “You think you’re too cool for it, huh?” 


“Fuck no,” he said irately. “This ain’t any of your business anyway.” 


The truth of the matter was simple, but like hell he’d admit it to Ochako. She’d 
take his admission and run a fucking mile. Two fucking miles. She’d float it to 


the fucking moon. 


Katsuki and Icyhot hadn’t talked it over, because they didn’t fucking need to, 
but Katsuki knew that Shouto didn’t give a shit what they did for Valentine’s 
day. That as long as they got to see the other one alive and well after a long day 
of putting themselves in danger, they’d be happy. And Katsuki knew that Shou- 
to could see the same thing in him. They didn’t have to say it, and Katsuki knew 
they were going to spend plenty of time together on Valentine’s day anyways. 
Shouto would undoubtedly turn into a fucking koala and sabotage any attempts 
Katsuki would make at cooking dinner, so why the fuck even try anyways? It 
didn’t mean they didn’t love each other any less. They were both simple men. 
Didn’t need all the fluffy shit. Didn’t need one designated day of the year to 
remind the other of their devotion when they did that shit every single day. 


“Aww, c’mon Katsuki,” she whined, leaning back in her chair and pouting up at 


him. 


“Why don’t you just worry about your plans with that shitty nerd,” Katsuki in- 


sisted, “and quit worrying about me and my idiot boyfriend.” 


Ochako perked up at the mention of Deku, but to his horror he saw plotting in 


her eyes. 


“| said,” he growled, “quit worrying about me and my idiot boyfriend. 


“Yeah, yeah,” she assured not so assuredly, waving her hand in his face and 
tempting him to bite it off. “You guys do your thing on Valentine’s. It’s none of 


my business. Blah, blah, bluh.” 


“You wanna fucking fight?” he inquired seriously. “I will tackle you to the ground 


if you keep this tom-fuckery up.” 


“Settle down, Katsuki,” she said jovially, poking him. “There’s no need to resort 
to violence!” She tilted her head up then, looking at him through hard eyes. 


“But just know that | can take you in a fight.” 


They fell into a debate about their quirks and tactical abilities—a conversation 
they’ve had a million times before—until they agreed—for the millionth time— 


that it would be a pretty even fight. 


Valentine’s day was a week away and Katsuki had to watch everyone scram- 
ble around him like idiots to get their shit together. Kirishima had him on the 
phone nearly every evening asking for advice on what to do for Mina. Deku 
wouldn’t shut up about his plans for Ochako—admittedly, they were pretty 
romantic plans and they a/most made him want to outdo the nerd but he was 
also suspicious of that being part of their p/an and he was certain that he and 
Ochako had a shitty plan. He was also certain that he wouldn't be falling for it. 


They could shove their shitty plans up their shitty assholes. 


“Katsuki,” Shouto called from the kitchen, breaking Katsuki out of his thoughts, 


“Izuku wants to come over tomorrow.” 


“He does, huh?” Katsuki called back, kicking his foot up onto their coffee table 
and turning off their television so he could instead watch Shouto attempt to 

make himself dinner. It was the perfect entertainment, and Katsuki maybe liked 
how hopeless Shouto was, how hopeless he was without Katsuki. “Don’t trust a 


thing that nerd says. He’s up to no good.” 


Shouto only shrugged, and then proceeded to toast a piece of bread with his 
left hand and call that dinner. Katsuki couldn’t let that slide, and soon he was 
barking at Shouto to get out of his way saying how fucking hard is it to heat up 
leftovers, you shitty icyhot bastard? 


“| thought | told you not to let Deku come over today,” Katsuki remarked the 


next day after Shouto explained why he was getting their gaming systems out. 


“You say that every time | mention him coming over,” Shouto pointed out, cup- 
ping his hand behind Katsuki’s neck and leaning down to plant a kiss in blonde 
hair. The fingers on his neck massaged lightly and Katsuki really couldn’t help 
that he was melting. “If you were serious this time, there was no way for me to 


tell.” 


“Get the hell away from me,” Katsuki rumbled without meaning it, his hands 


coming up to wrap around Shouto’s waist and squeezing. 
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“Sure,” Shouto said as a knock sounded at the door, and then Shouto and his 


massaging fingers were gone. 


Katsuki groaned. 


So Deku had coaxed Katsuki into playing with him and Shouto—they hung out, 
the nerd offered to help make food, they ate, he left. Nothing out of the ordi- 
nary. Nothing fishy. 


Which was why Katsuki had to assume that it was actually fishy as hell. Because 
there was no way that Ochako didn’t tell Deku about his and Icyhot’s lack of 
plans for Valentine’s day. And there was no way that she didn’t rope him into 
her schemes, and there is absolutely no fucking way that Deku would turn 


down her schemes. Not when he was just as much of a little shit as his wife. 


Something was up. 


Katsuko flipped his eggs angrily, the sounds of Shouto quickly padding through 
their apartment in his haste to leave on time (he’d slept in too goddamn long as 
per usual) grew closer. Katsuki glanced over and watched as the bastard patted 


at his hero suit as if he had forgotten something in them. 


“Keys?” Shouto asked innocently. 


Katsuki sighed. 


“Like | fucking know,” he barked, gesturing to the kitchen drawer they kept 


their spare in. “Grab the spare.” 


Todoroki glided over to the drawer, shuffling through it long enough to piss 
Katsuki off. He dropped the pan of eggs on acold burner and strutted over to 


Shouto to push him out of the way. 


“It should be right fucking h—” Katsuki stopped short when he too came up 
empty-handed. And then he rounded on Shouto. “Did you take the spare re- 


cently?” 


“No,” Shouto remarked. A moment later he perked up. “Wait. | think | remem- 


ber where | put mine.” 


Shouto strolled into their bedroom while Katsuki squinted suspiciously at their 


missing spare. Shouto came back a moment later to find him still glaring at 


their kitchen drawer. 11 


“Found them,” Shouto said, tugging on Katsuki’s shoulder to turn him around 
and plant a kiss on his lips. He either didn’t notice or didn’t care that Katsuki 


was fuming. “See you later.” 


Shouto turned around without another word. Even enraged as he was, Katsuki 
couldn’t stop himself from ogling the way Shouto’s hero suit wrapped around 


his ass. 


“Fucking Deku,” he cursed once Shouto was gone, putting all of his bad energy 
out in the universe and wishing strongly for it to find its way to Deku and his 


meddling wife. 


“You know if you break into my apartment, I’m going to arrest your sorry ass,” 
Katsuki declared the next day after sneaking up on Deku at their agency. It was 
almost embarrassing how the nerd jumped. This fucker called himself a hero 


with those kind of reflexes? 


“Kacchan!” Deku squealed, turning around with a raised fist which he promptly 


dropped once his eyes met Katsuki’s. 


Katsuki raised an unimpressed brow at him. 


“You're not denying it,” he accused. 


“Of course I’m not denying it,” Deku said, much more composed now. “That 


would be a lie.” 


“You're pretty bold for a man I’m about to murder.” 


“Oh please, Kacchan,” Deku said, waving his hand in his face in much the same 
fashion Ochako did when she was teasing him. Those two nerds were bad influ- 
ences on each other. “You’re making a big deal out of nothing. | think Ochako 


and | know you and Shouto well enough to not do anything you'll hate.” 


“| hate that you’re doing anything at all, nerd. Shouto and | will be fine without 


all the roses and chocolates.” 


“Of course you will,” Deku agreed with a nod. “But you'll be even better with 
what we’re planning. And Ochako and | have the entire day off while you sorry 


losers have to work. Means you can’t stop us from breaking in.” Deku stuck his 
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tongue out at him. 


“The fuck you just call me?” 


Katsuki could see the epiphany in the nerd’s mind as he realized what he had 
said. Deku opened up his mouth with horrified eyes, but before he could re- 


spond, his pager went off 


“Oh, look at that!” he laughed nervously, grabbing his pager and tilting it up so 
Katsuki could see. “I’m being called in for a theft nearby.” He glanced down at 
the pager. “Whoa, this guy has giant tentacles growing out of his back! And he’s 


armed! Sounds serious.” 


“Yeah, | know,” Katsuki said, showing off his own pager, “because I’m being 


called in for the same thing, idiot.” 


“Enough chit-chatting then! Let’s go.” 


“We're continuing this conversation after.” 


“Of course, Kacchan! Of course!” 


They, did not continue the conversation after, because Deku made a run for it 


and left Katsuki to deal with the press by himself. 


Deku and Ochako’s shenanigans really couldn’t be stopped, because the nerd 
had a fucking point. Both he and Shouto were supposed to work the entire day 
on Valentine’s. And the next week until then consisted of both of those little 
shits booking it whenever they caught a glance of him. They somehow even 
managed to avoid teaming up with him, leaving Katsuki to work with Shouto 

for most incidents that required more than one hero. Katsuki supposed he 
couldn’t be mad about that one. Something about the way Todoroki was able to 
crush his opponents in ten seconds flat did something to him. That shit used to 


drive him crazy, but now it just seemed to make all of his blood pump south. 


They both had the morning off on Valentine’s day. Which meant that Shouto 
wanted to waste it by lounging in bed. It was a fucking nightmare disentangling 
himself from him when he only wanted to get up to take a piss, so Katsuki end- 


ed up giving into Shouto’s laziness. 


It was okay to relax every now and again—that’s something that his friends had 
taught him over the years. It was a lesson that had been especially enforced 
into him since beginning a relationship with Todoroki Shouto. He wouldn't lie, 
Shouto was just as hardworking as Katsuki was. He just knew when too much 
was too much, and was annoyingly good at pointing out when Katsuki became 
overworked. 


“Don’t wanna get up,” Shouto mumbled into Katsuki’s neck, a breath of frosty 


air sending a shiver down the blonde’s spine. 


“You say this same shit every fucking day,” Katsuki grumbled, his hand carding 


through Shouto’s messy bedhead. “You’re a broken record.” 


He felt the tilt of Shouto’s lips against his neck, and Katsuki wouldn’t ever 
vocalize how much he loved that feeling (especially not when Shouto could 


probably hear the way his heart was racing), but fuck did he love that feeling. 


“You too, Katsuki,” Shouto said, probably because this conversation was a bro- 


ken record on both sides. And the bastard seemed smug because of it. 


It was nearing noon by the time they finally got out of bed to make breakfast 
and get ready for their shift. Katsuki was standing at the stove, half dressed 
in his hero uniform, making them a western styled breakfast while Todoroki 


sipped quietly at his morning cup of tea. 


It was these quiet moments that reminded Katsuki why he loved this bastard. 


“Hey,” Katsuki said, flipping a pancake onto Shouto’s empty plate and making 
those heterochromatic eyes glance up at him, “I love you.” 


Shouto smiled, and Katsuki was sure the bastard didn’t even realize what kind 
of effect that smile had on people. The thought made his fingers itch, made 
him want to pull the breath from Shouto’s lungs in the same kind of way. To do 


something so breathtaking, that Shouto could do nothing but watch in rapture. 


“| know, Katsuki,” he said, reaching for their homemade syrup. “And | love you 


too. But where is this coming from all of a sudden?” 


Katsuki’s eye twitched, because he wasn’t expecting for Shouto to catch him 
like this. 


“| can’t tell my own damned boyfriend that | love him?” he growled, plating up 


his own pancakes and sitting down across from his bastard boyfriend. 


13 


14 


“Hmm,” Shouto hummed thoughtfully, his socked foot brushing down Katsuki’s 


leg. “It can’t have anything to do with it being Valentine’s day?” 


Katsuki immediately bristled. 


“Shut the fuck up, or Ill take the pancakes back.” 


Shouto possessively hunched himself over and around his pancakes, shooting 


Katsuki a look that clearly said / dare you to. 


“Mine,” he said, stuffing a bite into his mouth. 


Katsuki rolled his eyes, but Shouto didn’t continue on with his teasing. Probably 


because he was now too busy moaning around a mouthful of pancakes. 


Work was grueling as usual, but with an added fix of being fucking annoying. 
There had been an influx of crimes involving love and lust quirks with each day 
that led up to Valentine’s day, but the day itself took the fucking cake. Not that 
Katsuki was getting affected by any of these shitty quirks. No, he was too good 
of a hero to be hit by these low league villains. But it was annoying as hell hav- 
ing to deal with the civilians who did get hit by those quirks, especially when he 


was trying to save their asses. 


To say the least, he was glad to be heading home at the end of the day—even 
knowing that he’d likely walk into his and Shouto’s apartment and find some- 


thing embarrassing as hell courtesy of Deku and Ochako. 


On the way to the agency, Bakugou walked past several different shops with 
bouquets in the front window. Bakugou contemplated purchasing an arrange- 
ment of red and white roses, but stopped himself because that was too fucking 


cheesy. 


He kept his eyes forward determinedly the rest of the walk. 


He met Shouto at their agency, and was happy to see that the bastard looked 


just as tired as he felt. 


“Should we change here?” Katsuki rumbled, reaching up to wipe some soot 
off Todoroki’s cheek with his thumb. Without really thinking about it, his hand 
moved down to where his neck met his shoulder and started to massage the 


muscle there. Appropriately, Shouto turned to mush in his hands. 


“Yeah,” he managed, slow blinking at him like a fucking cat when Katsuki finally 


pulled his hand away. 


They shuffled to the locker room and got changed leisurely, Shouto quietly 
asking him about his shift and lamenting the fact that they weren’t called to 
work together on Valentine’s Day of all days. That made Katsuki snort and roll 
his eyes and say something along the lines of |! woulda shown you up anyways, 
fucking Icyhot and that made Shouto snort and smile one of those soft smiles 


that gleamed like the moon. 


When they finally walked into their apartment, they were tired yet happy and 


Katsuki wasn’t sure even Deku and Ochako could dampen his good mood. 


There was no sign of Mr. and Mrs. Nerd when they shut the door, but it was 
clear that they had accomplished what they wanted to judging by the state of 


their living room. 


The Midoriyas had obviously raided their apartment for every last blanket, 
sheet and pillow they owned. The blankets and sheets were hung up hap- 
hazardly into a cozy looking blanket fort surrounding the mattress from their 
bedroom. There was an overabundance of pillows inside of the pillow fort, with 
string lights hung up above it all. It cast a warm glow on the scene, perfect to 
set the mood for ‘romance’. There was a laptop sitting beside the mattress 
next to a few different choices of movies. It wasn’t anything too cheesy. He'd 


honestly been expecting something a lot worse. 


And...he supposed if this shit could put that smile on Shouto’s face. Well. Then 
it wasn’t that bad. 


“Fuckin’ nerds,” Katsuki grumbled still, pushing Shouto towards the blanket fort 
until he was falling down onto the mattress. Katsuki collapsed onto the cush- 
ioned floor next to him. 

“Oh,” Shouto said, smiling and pointing towards their kitchen. 


Katsuki glanced over and snorted. 


There were letters inside little red hearts strung up by a string, spelling out the 


message you're welcome. Their spare key was sitting on the kitchen counter. 


It made Katsuki want to blow something up. But it also made a surge of fond- 


ness for his friends rush through him. 


“Come here, Katsuki,” Shouto murmured, tugging on his shoulder. 


16 


With a grunt, Katsuki was getting to his knees and invading Shouto’s space. He 
loomed over him for a moment, just raking in the way the warm lights bounced 
off his stupidly perfect skin. Then he let all of his weight settle onto Shouto at 
once, smiling into the collar of his boyfriend’s chest when Shouto puffed out a 
breath that was half grunt, half laugh. The bastard’s arms immediately wrapped 
around him, somehow pulling him closer even though they were already chest 
to chest. 


“This is nice,” Shouto remarked, his fingers weaving into Katsuki’s hair. 


“Yeah,” Katsuki agreed begrudgingly. He was too relaxed and comfortable to 


care about being difficult. “It is nice.” 


They stayed like that for a long time, just soaking up the other’s warmth. 


“Love you,” Shouto mumbled into his hair eventually, lazily pressing a kiss 
there. 


“You sound like you’re about to pass out. Bastard.” Katsuki halfheartedly bit 
into his shoulder. “Don’t you want to spend some time with your boyfriend on 


motherfuckering Valentine’s day?” 


“Say it back, you bastard.” Katsuki could hear the pout and exasperation in his 


voice. 


Katsuki sighed dramatically. 


“Love you too.” 
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all it 
takes is 
a spark 


by Sunny 
@dinosuns 


Antique stores have always been a place of wonder for Todoroki. They are 
somewhere otherworldly, an intricate labyrinth of memories and history that 


has withstood the test of time. 


The things collecting dust on shelves have tales to tell just as vivid and inter- 
esting as books. More so, even one could argue. You just have to know where 


to look and how to read them. 


In many respects, these are the libraries of the human soul. Stories upon sto- 
ries, lives upon lives, compounded and categorised inside all kinds of items 


that would eclipse the earth if able to speak. 


Some will get to share their secrets, continue their journeys in witnessing the 


trials of humanity; failure and flight, mediocrity and monotony. 


The soaring exhilaration of love, the jarring sound a heart makes when it 


splinters, a scream in the darkness- 
The quiet loneliness of survival that aches for more. 


Others are fated to remain on a shelf, consigned to ebbing out of fashion and 


significance. Not by their own design, by something as changeable as people. 
Todoroki finds the poignancy rather beautiful. 


One For All, tucked into the corner of the bustling city street, encompasses 
all of this. Run by Tashinori Yagi and his enthusiastic assistant Midoriya Izuku, 


it never lacks charm or sincerity. 


Every trip is worthwhile, even if Todoroki leaves with nothing. Midoriya 


spends most days of the week behind the counter. 


So really, furnishing his new apartment and seeing his best friend at the same 
time is a no brainer to Todoroki. The bell above the door signals his arrival as 


he steps inside. He’s greeted to a typical, endearing sight. 


Midoriya is animatedly talking the ears off a customer who is clearly grappling 


between politely listening and figuring out how to leave the store. 
Todoroki chooses not to intervene. 


From experience, Todoroki knows that if he has any chance of finding things 


to take home then he needs to focus first. 
The lamp catches his eye the moment it comes into view. 


It’s unashamedly bold, for starters. Black with an orange cross etched into 
the side of the body, almost like a signature mark. Todoroki can’t think of a 


single name that matches this explosive style. 


The lampshade is just as striking - continuing the fluorescent orange theme. 


At two feet high, the lamp would add some variation and well needed char- 21 


acter to the table in his living room. 


Todoroki lifts it by the slim body, momentarily surprised at the weight. It’s not 
particularly heavy. The green chord dangles off the shelf, tangling around his 


feet. 


Overall, the lamp has clearly seen better days. He wonders what story this 


piece has to tell. 

That is more than enough incentive. 

“Midoriya, is this new? | don’t remember seeing it around before.” 

When he sets the lamp down at the counter, Midoriya is reduced to staring. 


That’s not unusual, because Midoriya often likes to examine what Todoroki 
has purchased and offer whatever extensive knowledge he has on the object. 
What is unusual, however, is the way Midoriya snaps back into motion without 
sharing any of it. 


“Oh...!! Kac- it’s been here a while but it’s usually, um, in the back room. 


Things get a little noisy sometimes hahaha.” 
Strange. 

“What's that supposed to mean?” 

“Um. You know... because of the airport.” 
Stranger and stranger. 

“There is no airport in the vicinity, Midoriya.” 


“A-ah... that’s true,” the strangled response leaves Midoriya’s mouth, albeit 


reluctantly if his gawking expression is anything to go by. 
He takes a breath, and out the words tumble. 


“Are you sure about this one, Todoroki-kun? Really? | just- it doesn’t really 
seem like the right fit for you. There are lots of other lamps here to choose 
from - don’t you think?! | mean-!! Maybe you should take another look before 
deciding.” 


Midoriya gestures wildly, arm almost knocking the lamp off the counter. 
He dashes off in a chaotic whirlwind. Todoroki braces the fall of the lamp 


smoothly. 


The metal is hotter to the touch than it was before, but there are bigger 


things to be concerned with right now. 


Like the increasing probability that Midoriya Izuku could trip to his death over 
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one of the many lamps he is now carrying over. Todoroki watches in bemuse- 


ment as Midoriya sets them onto the counter. 
None of them are remotely in the same league as the chosen one. 


“Sorry, Midoriya.” Todoroki pushes the lamp forwards, for emphasis. “I want 


this one.” 


At that, Midoriya shuffles back behind the counter. The nervous laugh bubbling 


past his lips has Todoroki curious once more. 
Something about this lamp has Midoriya a little... unhinged. 
“Anything | should know?” 


Reaching for his glasses, Midoriya leans forwards to examine the lamp one final 
time. The muttering is indecipherable to Todoroki, but he enjoys the hushed 


swell of sound regardless. 


Behind those emerald eyes hang a peculiar mix of exasperation and amusement 
that Todoroki cannot revel in because ultimately he does not understand the 


source of it. 


Sometimes, his friend is so whimsical and eccentric he could be crafted en- 


tirely from a storybook. 


Midoriya hums, pushing the frame of his glasses up to sit better on his nose. His 
eyes flit between Todoroki and the lamp with such speed it’s almost dizzying to 


watch. 

“It seems kind of angry, doesn’t it?” 
Todoroki shrugs. 

“Looks aren’t everything.” 


The metal of the plug presses against Todoroki’s hand. It’s odd because he 
doesn’t remember it being there. But there are a lot of lamps on the table and 
Midoriya is moving so erratically just about anything could be swept into his 
orbit. 


“R-right!!” 


Midoriya nods his head with so much vigour it might just fall off. The smile on 


his face is trembling, caught in a chasm of laughter and despair. 

“So Todoroki-kun, you’re really going through with this?” 

The question almost throws Todoroki off. Mostly because it’s far too weighted. 
“I’m happy to take it off your hands.” 


“Okay. But if you change your mind, you can bring him back anytime!” 


Todoroki doesn’t dwell on Midoriya’s words. It’s not uncommon to attach 
personality and identity to objects, given his profession. Not to mention, he’s 


caught Midoriya talking to things here numerous times. 
Calling it out would be unnecessary at this stage. 
“Good luck with everything, Todoroki-kun.” 


For some reason, Todoroki gets the distinct impression Midoriya is talking 
about something other than the apartment. 


THROWING SOME SHADE 


As expected, the lamp is a nice fit in the living room. There’s an intensity be- 


hind the orange glow it provides, one Todoroki can appreciate. 
Like a fire crackling in the corner of an otherwise bland room. 


It’s a promising start to furnishing the apartment. Cardboard boxes dotted 
around the apartment serve as a constant reminder - that this place is his 


own. How long it takes to fill this space, to belong in here, he isn’t sure. 


For now, Todoroki is settles into a warm cup of herbal tea and a book on the 
couch. This is when things start to get strange. 


Really strange. 
“What a fucking mess.” 


Looking up from the book, Todoroki glances around. Part of him rationalises 
that maybe he just has noisy neighbours. The other part of him knows better. 
Voices don’t carry that well through the walls. 


“Still stuck in cardboard boxes? Fucking disgusting! Have some god damn 
standards.” 


Todoroki puts the book down again, more than a little irritated by the inter- 


ruption. A crass one, at that. 


“Do you mind? I’m trying to read,” he manages, aware that there are more 


pressing issues than his book at this point. 
“And I’m trying to breathe. Would it kill you to clean?” 


“| just moved in,” Todoroki responds defensively because he has every right 
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to be. 
It doesn’t deter his newfound critic in the slightest. 


“Yikes. What the hell are those curtains? Looks like someone took a dump on 


them. This place is fucking tragic.” 


Honestly, Todoroki just wants to read his book in peace. How that can be too 
much to ask for in his own home is beyond him. Steeling himself, he takes a 


breath and stands in the centre of the room. 
Todoroki is left with no choice. 
“Be gone, spirit.” 


Silence follows, a kind so prevalent that Todoroki thinks this might just have 


worked. 


The illusion of peace shatters when the voice cackles. It’s not malicious, even if 


an unpleasant, grating sound to the ears. 
At least Todoroki isn’t dealing with something inherently evil. 


“What the fuck was that?! Nice try, but that ain’t gonna work on me. You’re the 


idiot who brought home a cursed object.” 

Oh. Oh. 

Todoroki locks eyes with the lamp on the table. Somehow, it looks rather smug. 
Maybe this is what Midoriya meant, when he wished him luck earlier. 


He takes two steps towards the table, keeping a measured distance. One can 


never be too careful. Just in case, Todoroki holds the book in front of himself. 
“Yeah. Listen. The only thing that book is gonna do is bore us both to death.” 
Todoroki frowns, staring down at the tattered cover. 

“But it’s off to a good start.” 

It’s true. 

“Your taste is fucking abysmal. Get some culture - that sure ain’t it.” 


Todoroki puts the book down, eyeing the lamp warily. He’s talking to a lamp. 


The lamp is talking back. 
They've had a whole conversation at this point. 
“Are you sentient?” 


A surge of electricity pours into the lamp, plunging the apartment into dark- 


ness. 
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DE-LIGHTED TO MEET YOU 


“Tch. | can’t believe you’re still going with that series,” a familiar voice grunts 
from the lamp, causing the table to shake at the low vibrations. “It’s complete 


and utter shit. How the hell are you only on book two?” 


Todoroki keeps his eyes on the book, focus drawn entirely elsewhere. It’s 
difficult to keep the twitch of lips growing into something that might just give 


him away. 


The lamp - or rather, the supernatural being attached to it - goes by the 
name Bakugou Katsuki. Throughout the past week, Todoroki has discovered 


many things. 


For instance, Bakugou can be quick to blow his fuse. The number of power 
outages is testament to that. He’s honest to a fault, which Todoroki appreci- 
ates, and cares very little for smalltalk. Todoroki also appreciates that. Having 
to talk to someone about the weather in his own apartment would be a very 


cruel twist of fate. 


Amongst all of this, Bakugou gets great satisfaction from telling Todoroki how 


bad his tastes are. 


Todoroki could sit in another room, leave Bakugou to his own devices. But he 


never does. 


“Well, maybe | would have been able to finish reading sooner if something 


else wasn’t constantly vying for my attention.” 


Despite pretences, Todoroki is beginning to enjoy Bakugou’s company. Far 


more than he ever expected. It’s not a bad thing. 
The lampshade moves, reminiscent of someone shaking their head. 


“Look. You clearly ain’t gonna figure this out yourself so here’s a clue,” the 
bulb in the lamp flickers, and Todoroki gets the sense that Bakugou just might 


be teasing him about something. 
“Rub the lamp.” 

Todoroki looks over, startled. 
“You want me to... rub you?” 


The lamp shakes the table enough for Todoroki’s glass of water to crash to 
the floor. With a sigh, Todoroki picks up the glass. J 
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It’s a reminder to stop putting things on Bakugou’s table. 
“I’m trapped in the lamp, I’m not actually the lamp you fucking idiot!!” 


That makes a lot more sense than a sentient lamp yelling expletives at him in 


his living room. Todoroki can agree with that much. 
“Just do it. Then we won’t ever speak of this shit again.” 


As instructed, Todoroki rubs the lamp. Immediately, things unfold that are defi- 
nitely not considered normal. Silver smoke pours out from the bottom of the 
body. Soon after, the lights in the room flicker. In any other circumstance this 


would probably be ominous. 
But Bakugou isn’t ominous, even if he really wants to be. 
Then it happens. Beside Todoroki, a person materialises. 


His clothes mirror the colour scheme of the lamp: a black tank top with an 
orange X clinging to his skin paired with baggy pants. The leather boots are ex- 
cessive and chunky - but they make no noise as he invades Todoroki’s personal 


space. 


No preamble, no warning. Crimson eyes lock onto Todoroki, a relentless force 
of nature in their own right. There is no leeway to look anywhere else. But 


that’s fine - Todoroki finds he doesn’t want to. 


Close up, Bakugou is the epitome of sharpness. So much so that he hardly 


seems real at all. 


His lips are curled, eyebrows creasing his face in all the wrong places. He could 
be beautiful, if he really wanted to. Instead, he actively chooses this rather 


ridiculous demeanour that somehow is equally as compelling. 


Todoroki looks between the man in his living room, and the lamp he had to rub 


to coax him out. 
It comes together, then. 
“You're a genie.” 


Bakugou clicks his tongue, sculpted arms folding. Todoroki absolutely does not 


watch the muscles ripple. He does not. 


“Don’t go getting any dumb ideas. People come up with all kinds of self-serving 
buillshit to make themselves feel high and mighty. But you have no power over 


me. You’re not my master and wishes sure as hell aren’t guaranteed. Got it?” 


Todoroki is far more distracted than he wants to be. It doesn’t help that Ba- 


kugou is still in his proximity, their faces mere inches apart. 


A smarter person wouldn't linger here. 


“Oi.” Bakugou flicks the top of Todoroki’s head with a finger. “Got it?” 


He’s ready to fight about this, hackles raised. Todoroki brushes past the ge- 
nie, finally finding his breath and his footing. 


“Sure. I’m not particularly interested in anything like that.” 


To be honest, he already got more than he bargained for by purchasing the 


lamp alone. 


Bakugou snaps his fingers, and in an instant cleaning supplies that Todoroki 
has barely used scatter across the floor. There’s even a vacuum, which is 


intriguing because Todoroki doesn’t recall owning this particular model. 
Tossing the mop in Todoroki’s direction, Bakugou points to the floor. 


The image of a man dressed like a punk-rock superhero dishing out chores 


whilst grabbing a feather duster is so jarring. 


As if sensing the confusion plaguing Todoroki, Bakugou throws a glance over 


his shoulder. His eyes remain deliciously fierce, fires burning in them. 
“Get to it, this place is a dump.” 


Todoroki resignedly dips the mop into the bucket. Strange, for a genie to 
be the one making all the demands. As he starts the task assigned to him, a 


thought crosses his mind. 


“Bakugou - if you can make all this magically appear, can’t you make the dust 


disappear too?” 


“| ain’t gonna make things that easy for you. Just be grateful I’m even helping 


you with this.” 


Todoroki looks over to his book, mourning the unread pages. Undoubtedly, it 


will be a while before he gets the chance to finish the story. 


Maybe another is already starting, outside the pages and much closer. 


SHEDDING LIGHT ON THE SITUATION 


Being trapped in a lamp for hundreds of years is decidedly Not-The-Fucking- 
One. When a handsome stranger with the most tragic taste in the world frees 
him from this hell that is an antique store, Bakugou almost lets himself feel 


the relief. 
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Almost. 


But Todoroki Shouto is a walking disaster, the most beautiful hot mess Bakugou 


has ever seen. Honestly, this kind of shit should be illegal. 


The more Bakugou observes, the less he understands how somebody so clue- 


less has made it this far in life. 


They fall into each other’s orbit with so much ease it should have alarm bells 
ringing. But Bakugou is a genie. There’s not much in the universe that can faze 


him - as much as it may try. 

This tenderness prying open his ribs and clawing at his heart, well. Fuck. 
That just might. 

Because it belongs to something bigger than the both of them. 


He’s in the midst of hiding the bestseller Todoroki refuses to accept is trash 


when the bastard waltzes in and ruins everything. 


Hovering in the doorway, deliberately out of reach because he has a shitty 


sense of humour, Todoroki offers a small smile. 
“You've used that spot before.” 


Defeated by so many things, Bakugou takes the book out of the fireplace and 


throws it his way. 
He cannot be blamed for trying to burn it. 


Catching the book with smoothness reserved only for handsome protagonists 


in romantic movies Bakugou wants not part of, Todoroki quirks a brow. 


There’s a gleam skating in those pretty eyes that is too close to amusement 
to ignore. Bakugou doesn’t take the bait, even though he’s so far gone for this 
bastard. 


“| had an idea,” Todoroki finally announces, elation blooming over his face. 


He steps aside, revealing the suitcase behind him. Bakugou eyes the item with 


disgust. 

“So you're going on vacation. Good for you.” 

At least one of us can go wherever the hell they want. 
“No, no. Bakugou. That’s not it.” 


Todoroki shakes his head, light dancing in his eyes. It throws Bakugou off 


course, further into this strange hopeful feeling he should not be indulging. 


It makes his heart so weightless. They’re well beyond butterflies at this point. 


“The lamp won't fit in a backpack, it’s too big. But do you think this will 29 


work?” 
Glancing between the lamp and the suitcase, realisation hits Bakugou. 


He stamps out the fierce swell of affection bruising his bones, tries hard to 
ignore the fact that Todoroki really wants to make this work for him without 


ulterior motives or misguided intentions. 
Todoroki did this just because he could, because he wanted to. 


They get the lamp inside with surprising ease. For a moment, all Bakugou can 
do is stare down at the suitcase. Maybe it’s stupid, how much the meaning 
behind all of this affects him. 


Todoroki picks up the suitcase, nudging Bakugou in the side playfully as he 
heads to the hallway. 


For the first time since his arrival, Bakugou can follow. 


He steps out the doorway, out of the room he’s spent all his time in, to find 


his suspicions confirmed. 


The rest of the apartment is a goddamn mess without his metiuclous eye and 


it’s fucking amazing. That he gets to see it. That he can confirm it for himself. 
Bakugou chokes on the crazed laughter caught in his throat. 
“Oi. What the fuck...” 


Stood by the front door, Todoroki waits. His eyes are purposefully cast else- 


where, as if acutely aware of the gravity this moment holds for Bakugou. 
“Care to do the honours?” he asks. 


Fuck yes. Bakugou grins in disbelief as he opens the door and steps outside. 
Onto the street. Outside. 


There are no walls surrounding him. 
He can’t help but be excited as hell about this. 


In all his years, he’s never felt this free. All of him pulsates with a restlessness 
that could take centuries to sate. The horizon is suddenly closer, what is 


unreachable might just be within grasp and- 
“Where to?” Todoroki asks, the most enchanting smile gracing his face. 


The sunlight catches his eyes, bathes his skin in a soft glow. It’s much better 


than the artificial light of the lamps. He’s so fucking gorgeous it’s devastating. 


Anywhere. Fuck. I’‘d go anywhere with you- 


“Somewhere awesome. Blow my mind.” 


Todoroki hums thoughtfully, lips twitching. 


CAREFUL WATT YOU WISH FOR 


“You can’t be serious.” 


The annoyance simmering under his skin is outweighed by fondness. And that 
pisses Bakugou off even more, feeding this cataclysmic cycle only Todoroki has 


coaxed into existence. Sentiment does that, apparently. 
It’s just unacceptable. 


Todoroki throws a pack of noodles into the shopping trolley, pushing it for- 
wards at a leisurely stroll. He seems to have forgotten that alongside the damn 


suitcase, they will have to carry all this shit back home. 
Like hell is Bakugou using any of his powers to lessen the load. 
“| was running out of food.” 


Peering into the trolley, Bakugou recoils in disgust. Any normal person would. 
Obviously, most of this is going back on the shelf. Even though he doesn’t need 


food, he will be the responsible one about this if Todoroki won't. 


“Fuck. It’s a wonder you're still alive, your diet is complete shit. Ever heard of 


fresh vegetables?” 
“Of course. | could name a few examples, if you'd like.” 
Bakugou rolls his eyes. 


What he’d really like is for Todoroki to stop doing stupid shit to his heart ona 
daily basis. He’d really like for him to take the initiative to clean unprompted, 


eat a balanced meal, get a better sense of humour. 
Bakugou only laughs because someone has to. That’s all. 
“Would it kill you to quit being a smartass2” 


Todoroki, right on cue, is quick to level each and every one of Bakugou’s re- 


marks. 


“I’m not prepared to take the risk.” 


Unbelievable. 3] 


Just when Bakugou is foolish enough to think he’s probably at the threshold 


of how ridiculous a day can be, something awful happens. 


As they head down the next aisle, a pair of wide green look up from the shelf 


to pin Bakugou in his place. 
No fucking way. 


“Oh my-! | can’t believe it. It can’t be that’s impossible but it is | know it, | 


just know it. It has to be, it-” 
Scurrying forwards, the damn nerd gasps. 
“You let Kacchan out the lamp?!!” he squeaks, eyes wide and frantic. 


“Relax, Midoriya.” Todoroki looks over to Bakugou. “If he was a demon | 


would know by now. He’s not evil, he’s just a little unrefined.” 
Bakugou resents this. 


He’s the classiest fucker in the whole supermarket right now. Possibly ever. 
Case in point being Deku is wearing fluorescent board shorts and Todoroki 


seems to think navy turtlenecks are the answer to everything. 


Centuries of fashion, years and years of inspiration to draw from, they’re 


both just disappointing. 


It doesn’t matter that Todoroki looks criminally good, that’s beside the point 
here. The point here is that he is not going to stand here and be roasted by 


these disasters. 
“I'm a genie, you moron.” 


“Not a very good one,” Todoroki quips and it’s stupid how close he is to sulk- 


ing in public. “You won’t answer any of my wishes...” 

Bakugou takes a breath. How many times does he need to go over this shit. 
“| ain’t giving you a lifetime supply of soba. That’s not healthy, idiot.” 

“But it would make me happy.” 


Bakugou bristles, arms folded as he pointedly looks in any direction but 
Todoroki. He’ll lose his shit if he does, and not in the way anybody is going to 


expect. There’s no way he can let that happen. 
“| don’t give a shit.” 
He does. Bakugou really fucking cares and that’s the problem. 


Unfortunately, his eyes land on the damn nerd from the antique store. The 
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knowing quiet look Deku sends his way is unappreciated and unwarranted. 
Todoroki shrugs, as if he also knows something he shouldn't. 


But before Bakugou can tell them both to shut the hell up, Todoroki wanders 


further down the aisle. He leaves the suitcase by Bakugou’s side. 
It’s the worst kind of taunt. 


From a distance, Bakugou can only watch him fail to be sneaky. It’s too much, 


really. In the best fucking way. 
“Hm. I’m glad it’s you, Kacchan.” 


Bakugou looks over to Deku, who is smiling with such sincerity at his friend 
continuing to shovel canned goods into the trolley with the dexterity of an 


agent on their most important mission. 


The pensive look cast in Bakugou’s direction should be a warning. Deku can be 


considerate but he’s also calculating. It’s a dangerous combination. 
“Is there anything you would wish for?” 


God damn this freckled nerd and his ability to read the room in a way that be- 
comes his greatest weapon. Just because he sees too much doesn’t mean he 


gets to probe it. 
That’s just fucking rude. 
Gathering the final shreds of composure, Bakugou sucks in a hitched breath. 


“Wishes are for losers. If you want something to happen, make it happen your- 


self.” 


With that, putting his words into action, he marches forwards to chastise 


Todoroki for the contents of the trolley. 


Or at least he tries to. But he can hardly make it close enough to the handsome 
bastard. 


For god’s sake. 


Unfortunately, the lamp isn’t something he can move on his own. Of course, 


Deku seems to know this. Picking up the suitcase, he beams. 
“Come on, Kacchan.” 


Bakugou considers it a small victory that Todoroki doesn’t invite Deku round 


for dinner. 


SOONER OR LIGHTER 


Turns out, lugging a suitcase around is not met with too much suspicion in 
the right places. Not that Todoroki gives a flying shit about what people think 
of him. 


Bakugou respects the hell out of that about him. He respects a lot of things 
about Todoroki, actually. But that’s besides the fucking point. 


From walks along the river, to quirky little cafes and larger established chains, 


even trips to visit One For All - nowhere has been off-limits. 
In the same way, no outing has quite felt like an actual date. 
Until now, that is. 


They’re at the movies, tickets bought and a bag of popcorn too fucking large 


to comprehend in resting Bakugou’s arms. Salted not sweet, bitch. 
Behind Todoroki, the suitcase trails with more noise than desired. 


One of the wheels is a little squeaky, another close to falling off. Considering 
the amount of places they’ve been and how far it’s had to go carrying the 


lamp, it’s pretty impressive. 
Still, Bakugou could do without the attention the shrill noise garners. 


Todoroki didn’t call it a date, but the way he invited Bakugou out had been 


different. Almost polite, which is really fucking something. 


Now they’re here, hands brushing occasionally and eyes magnetised, Ba- 
kugou is sure this is different. There’s a charged quiet lingering between 


them, that is as electric as it is horrifying. 
“This better be worth it,” Bakugou says for lack of better things to say. 
“It will be.” 


Bakugou knows that tone far too well. Before he can even begin to unpack 
that - is the bastard flirting with me? - they’re interrupted at the door to the 


screen. 
“Uh... like what’s in the case, Sherlock?” 
The steward taps her pouting lips, eyes fixed on the glaring anomaly. 


This is it, Bakugou realises. This is as far pretending to be human can take 
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him. 
Fuck. 


Going to the movies with this handsome idiot is something he didn’t realise he 


desperately wanted to do until the possibly he can’t slaps him in the face. 
Yeah. Life can be a real bitch. 


Maybe they can just watch a movie at home. Bakugou is halfway there to be- 


grudging acceptance of this cruel twist of fate when Todoroki speaks. 
“Snacks.” 


And then, Todoroki does something ridiculous. He leans down to open the suit- 
case and reveal the contents. Inside is a mountain of potato chips, sweets and 


chocolate crammed into it. 

The steward stares blankly. So does Bakugou to be honest. 
What the fuck. 

“Woah. So, you’re really gonna eat all of that?” 

Todoroki gestures vaguely towards Bakugou. 

“He’s feral when he’s hungry. | don’t want to take any chances.” 
Wow. Just wow. 


That seems to be enough to weird the fuck out of the steward. As they enter 
the cinema, Bakugou jabs Todoroki in the side. An unfortunate noise escapes 


his lips that sounds too much like a laugh to be dignified. 
“You're unbelievable.” 


Fuck. That really happened. Todoroki really filled the suitcase with snacks. The 
thought is so stupid but squeezes Bakugou’s chest tight in a way that leaves 


him breathless. 


“Don’t worry, Bakugou. | would have been willing to talk to the manager if nec- 


essary.” 
Bakugou snorts. That, he would have paid to see. 
“Okay, Karen.” 


They settle down into their seats, Todoroki pulling out all the snacks and splay- 
ing them across his lap. But he doesn’t stop there. Because that would be too 
much to ask for. Todoroki takes the lamp out of the suitcase, curling his arm 


around its side so it rests against him. 


“Put that away, idiot!” Bakugou hisses, ignoring the giggles in the rows ahead of 
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Todoroki raises a brow, taking a slurp of his soda. It’s unfair how attractive he 


looks in the low light, with a lamp by his side and mountain of snacks on his 


lap. 

Nobody in such a ridiculous position deserves to ever look this good. 
“This is part of you. Of course I’m attached to it.” 

“Shut up and watch the movie. If we get kicked out, I'll kill you.” 


Bakugou slumps into his seat, glancing over to the lamp on the other side 
of Todoroki. If he’s hiding a shaky fucking stupid smile into his hoodie then 


nobody ever needs to know. 


WE'RE ON THE BRIGHT TRACK 


“| can’t believe you fell asleep.” 


“| was sleepy,” Todoroki argues as if that explains everything and absolves 


him from blame. 


Bakugou recalls the serene expression on Todoroki’s face at the cinema, the 
movie cascading over his skin. The way his head rested just above Bakugou’s 


had felt so damn nice and comfortable. 
Peaceful. 
“You barely made it ten minutes.” 


Bakugou flops onto the couch, eyes following Todoroki wearily as he sets the 


lamp down in its usual position on the table. 

“Was it good?” 

“What?” 

Todoroki meets his gaze, a small smile nestled in the corner of his mouth. 
“The movie. Was it good?” 

It’s unfortunate that this is the moment where words fail. 


The tragic truth is that he spent more time focused on the ethereal, hand- 


some man fast asleep beside him, than the actual events of the movie. ~e 
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It’s a whole new embarrassing level of pining. And he’s a fucking genie. God. 
“Yeah,” Bakugou manages. Barely. 
“Shame | missed it, then.” 


Funny. Because Todoroki doesn’t sound like he’s particularly bothered about 


that. In fact, judging from the lilt of his voice, he’s pleased. 


Realisation hits hard. Somehow, the bastard seems to know. He’s developed a 


real knack for hearing the things Bakugou can’t bring himself to say. 
He hears, he listens and he sees. A potent trio. 
Now, Bakugou is sure Todoroki sees far too much. 


There’s an intent expression sat there on his face, one Bakugou wants to both 


sink into and squirm away from as fast as possible. 


He knows now, that he would not have been remotely ready for it if Todoroki 


had the audacity to do this back at the cinema. 
Fuck. Shit. 


“What the hell you staring at?” he tries for steely composure, but his voice 


comes out wrangled and airy. 
Damn this. 

“The light of my life.” 
Bakugou blinks. 


Then blinks again, because there is no way he could have heard that correctly. 
No way. Todoroki is not turning this into a cliche that calls for the backdrop of 


canned laughter. 
“Fuck off.” 


Bakugou takes a deep calming breath. Sometimes life with Todoroki is really 
hard. He has to keep a firm hold on his sanity at all times. This man has com- 
plete reign over his heart, can render him into this spluttering cackling mess. 


It’s disgusting and despicable. 


Unfazed, Todoroki inches closer until he’s perched on the edge of the couch. 
His hands card through Bakugou’s hair, the soft pressure of his nails is fucking 


delicious. 


Bakugou will never admit to leaning into the touch, encouraging it to continue. 


It just feels damn nice, anyone would want that. 


“I’m sorry | fell asleep earlier,” Todoroki murmurs, eyes gleaming so soft that 


Bakugou has to look away for his own sake. 
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Bakugou hauls himself up to sit eye level with Todoroki. Hold the fucking 


phone. 


Carefully, he searches those eyes for any signs of teasing that crosses their 


usual lines. He isn’t surprised to find nothing but hushed sincerity there. 


If anything, he had hoped for it. He hoped for this so goddamn much that 
now he’s really thinking about it his chest burns. What resides there he dares 


not name, not yet. 
“What's stopping you this time?” 


It’s posed as a challenge, because it leaves far too much in the open raw and 
vulnerable as a question. Todoroki never fails to meet his mark, keep him on 
his toes. He’s not playing this down, he’s just making it a little easier for the 
both of them. 


The flash of relief on Todoroki’s face proves that it’s the right decision. 


Crowding into what's left of the space between the pair of them, mis- 
matched eyes down to Bakugou’s mouth. Yet still, he doesn’t do a damn thing 
about it. Bastard. 


“Nothing, | suppose...” 


Tired of this game, Bakugou yanks Todoroki forwards by his shirt. He stum- 
bles awkwardly, bracing a hand on the couch to avoid a graceless fall. Those 


pretty eyes widen in surprise, a flush rising up to fill his cheeks. 
He looks so wonderful this way. 
“Then don’t keep me waiting.” 


Lips ghost over Bakugou’s, agonisingly close. Todoroki speaks in a low tone 


that is completely mesmerising considering he shouldn’t be speaking at all. 
“Your wish is my command...” 


The words drag over Bakguou’s jaw, pressed into his skin. His hands tremble 
as he brushes the hair out of Todoroki’s eyes. He wants to be unimpressed, 
he wants to show Todoroki how much he thinks these stupid jokes of his 


aren’t funny. 


But it’s very difficult to be anything other than a fucking wreck at the sight of 


the man. He’s brilliant. Gorgeous. Fuck. 
The anticipation is almost overwhelming. 


Regardless, Bakugou holds his ground. 
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Finally, Todoroki sweeps forwards and melds their mouths together. It starts 
out playful, the parrying of their words teased into each kiss. But Todoroki is 
far from merciful, and Bakugou finds the fierce intensity he pours into this is 


not only welcomed but returned. 


“We should take this upstairs,” Todoroki says between ragged breaths when 


they part. 


Bakugou hums in agreement. He hasn’t been upstairs before. He’s both curious 
and dreading the goddamn state of it. 


And then, Todoroki picks up the lamp from the table as if that isn’t the biggest 


mood killer of the century. 


Just the sight of a dishevelled Todoroki holding the two foot lamp in one hand, 


with the intention of bringing it into his bedroom is utterly devastating. 
God. 

Whatever primal desire Bakugou felt is gone. Done. 

In its place is an uncomfortable fluttering he wants to destroy. 


Halfway up the stairs, Todoroki quirks and an eyebrow, as if he has no idea what 


he has done and how awful this is. 
“Any other bright ideas?” he asks, lamp cradled by his side. 


Bakugou stares in abject horror at this mess, at the words that do not deserve 


a voice. For god’s sake. 

“Yeah. How about you shut the hell up.” 

Todoroki smiles, eyes teeming with unbridled amusement. 
“| wish you would make me.” 


Finally, a wish Bakugou can grant. 
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chocolates 
and 
amusement 
parks 


by cluna 
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“... Valentine’s gift exchange!” 

“Huh?” 

Most of the class—that is to say, the boys—seem lost and confused. 
“You mean like Secret Santa?” Kirishima asks. 

“Yup!” 


The girls appear overly enthusiastic about the whole thing (they speak in high 
tones and their gestures are so kawaii and they’re all dressed in reds and 
pinks and— Wait, was this coordinated?), which is already cause for alarm, 


but even more obvious than that... 


“It’s not Christmas though?” 


OG ibe 


“That’s why we’re calling it ‘Valentine’s gift exchange’,” Hagakure points out, 
and despite the fact no one can see her face, everyone can tell she’s disap- 


pointed by the apparently inane question. 
“Yeah, alright.” 


Satou is the first to agree, so naturally all eyes turn on him. He just shrugs and 


says, “There are some new cake recipes I’ve been wanting to try out.” 


At that exact moment, the rest of the class realises what this event entails— 


chocolates and cakes and sweet treats—and immediately agree to join. 


The one exception though, is a certain blond who tries to stalk away, but he’s 


quickly stopped and easily retrieved by Asui and her quirk. 


“Okay!” Yaoyorozu claps her hands and starts speaking in her Vice President 
voice. “Similar to our Secret Santa, everyone will first prepare a gift, and on 


February 14th we will pick our giftee and exchange presents. 


“This time though, we'll choose the names and personally give our gift to the 
other person. It might ruin the whole concept of ‘secrecy’, but as Urara- 


ka-san said, ‘Let’s make our own rules!’ 


“We thought it’d be a good opportunity to spread some love and joy, espe- 
cially after the year we just had. And if you get someone you're not close 


with, it’s your chance to get to know them better!” 


~*~ 


In times like this, Bakugou hates his class. 
Valentine’s gift exchange? 
What kind of bullshit is that? 


He’s never acknowledged Valentine’s day before and he doesn’t want to start 


now, thanks. A7 


Someone in the class will just have to miss out because he sure as hell isn’t 


going to ‘spread love and joy!’ 
Choke and die, how about that? 


These are the thoughts that run through Bakugou’s mind as he scours the 


grocery store for ingredients needed to make his own chocolate. 
It really wasn’t difficult for Bakugou to decide on what his present would be. 


Chocolate is the most obvious, effortless, yet on-topic item he can give, so 


he’s obviously going with that. 
The only problem was, good chocolate is expensive. 


And there was no way Bakugou would willingly spend disgusting amounts on 


that shit. For someone else, no less. 


On the flip side, however, he was also not about to buy that cheap disgusting 
shit, because he’s better than that. 


So the only logical conclusion was to make his own. 
Now, Bakugou has never actually made chocolate before. 


Which is why he’s here now, buying ingredients weeks before the deadline, so 


he can practice and perfect the damned thing. 
He’s not going to let one of his brainless classmates insult his product. 


Bakugou continues stomping around the store, throwing packets and other 


items into his basket, ignoring the employee not-so-subtly trailing him. 


It wouldn’t be the first time Bakugou’s been kicked out of some place for ‘un- 
ruly behaviour’, but seriously, if he’s still paying for everything, they shouldn’t 


care less about how he acts! 


Todoroki is very bewildered. 


Ever since joining U.A., he’s learned a multitude of new things. From what it’s 
like having friends, to making said friends laugh (this is often not on purpose, 
he guesses he just has a knack for humour?). Just recently he helped pull a 


prank on someone! 
And now there’s a ‘Valentine’s gift exchange’? 
He has positively no idea what to do. 


Also, he’s still confused. 
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The girls said this was supposed to be similar to Secret Santa, but isn’t that a 
Christmas thing? 


Why are they exchanging gifts when there’s no reason for it? 
Todoroki sighs. 


He shouldn't be criticising his classmates’ good intentions just because he 


doesn’t know what present to prepare. 


Instead, he heads down to the common living area to seek out someone who 
might be able to help. 


It’s another thing Todoroki has learnt—to ask for assistance and not find any 


shame in doing so. 


When he spots pink amongst a few of their other classmates in the space, he 


heads towards her. 
“Ashido, can | talk to you about something?” 


Ashido leaps off the couch right away and sends the other girls in the group a 


peculiar look before following Todoroki. 
“What's up, Todoroki2” 


“You organised the whole Valentine’s day thing, right?” Ashido nods cautiously. 


“Can you help me come up with a gift idea?” 


At this, Ashido perks up, her black eyes growing wide and yellow irises gleam- 
ing. She gleefully rises onto her toes to whisper into Todoroki’s ear, and she 
must've thought about this already, or she’s just really creative, because her 


answer is near immediate. 


Todoroki’s own eyes widen at her suggestion, and once she’s done speaking he 


pulls back to ask, “Are you sure?” 


He may not have a lot of experience with this kind of stuff, but even without 
it he’s having reservations towards what Ashido has recommended, which he 


feels is a bad sign. 


However, when all she does is brush his hesitance aside and give him an en- 
couraging thumbs-up, Todoroki decides to go with it and thanks her for her 


advice. 

It’s not like he has any other options, after all. 

They’re exchanging gifts tomorrow, and it’s too late to go out and buy anything. 
As he rides the elevator back up to his floor, Todoroki chastises himself. 


He thought leaving everything until the last minute would give him more time to 
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And now, depending on who he picks, Todoroki’s present might serve as a 


punishment for his actions. 


‘Bakugou Katsuki’. 


Todoroki reads the name on the piece of paper he holds over and over again, 


as if it’ll magically change on his eleventh glance. 
It’s not that he was hoping for anyone in particular, but... 


He wanted to get Midoriya or lida or Uraraka or Yaoyorozu or Ashido or... 


anyone else, really. 

Everything would be much simpler if that were the case. 

They would be much more agreeable, for one. 

He could explain the situation with his gift, and they would understand. 


Bakugou, on the other hand, is currently glaring at everything in his path as 


he tries to find his giftee. 


Not wanting to interrupt the boy and his intense mission, Todoroki decides to 


just wait and approach him later. 
In the end though, it’s Bakugou who comes to him first. 


“Half-and-half,” Bakugou says gruffly, then shoves a package in Todoroki’s 


face. 


Todoroki stares at it, somewhat baffled. He doesn’t want to take it because 
he can’t believe Bakugou actually picked his name. What are the chances of 
that? 


It causes this surge of emotion in his chest; the speed at which his heart 


beats quickens. 


Meanwhile, his outward inaction makes Bakugou impatient—he’s now shaking 


the gift, saying, “Are you stupid? Take it.” 


When Todoroki finally accepts the gift, he mumbles out a weak thanks, which 
Bakugou clearly doesn’t appreciate. He rolls his eyes and starts to walk away, 


but Todoroki manages to find his voice and tell him to wait. 
Bakugou does halt, and he looks as angry as ever when he turns back around. 


He continues to be unhappy as Todoroki just watches him, too shy or some- 
thing to give his own present. Todoroki hates that he gets like this some- 


times, if Bakugou is concerned. It’s uncharacteristic. It’s not him. It’s putting J 
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him at risk of being exposed. 

Why couldn’t he have just gotten someone else? 

“What. What do you want.” 

At long last, Todoroki holds out the pink envelope in his hands. 


Once it becomes clear to Bakugou that he is the intended recipient of Todoro- 
ki’s gift, there’s a moment where he appears shocked, but he quickly schools 


his expression and takes the item from Todoroki. 


“What the fuck is this?” Bakugou shakes the envelope and holds it up to the 
light, as if trying to figure out what’s inside. Todoroki chooses not to point out 


the fact he could just open it to see its contents. 


And he tries not to visibly cringe after Bakugou does open (or rather, rip) the 
envelope and read out loud what’s written on the paper inside, “Coupon for a 
date.” 


Todoroki isn’t sure who’s blushing harder between the two of them, but he’s 


sure the reasons behind their faces going red are very different. 


“The fuck is this,” Bakugou hisses at a low volume, as if not wanting others to 


know what Todoroki has given him. 
For once, Todoroki is appreciative of Bakugou’s actions. 


“Ashido implied anyone in the class would be happy to go out with me...” Now 
that he says it out loud, Todoroki feels like a fool. And the fact he had listened 
to her and gone with it, what does that say about himself? He wonders wheth- 
er he should clarify that he doesn’t think highly of himself, but he also doubts 
there’s any use in trying to justify anything to Bakugou. “She said it didn’t have 


to be romantic either, just a fun day out where I, uh, pay for everything.” 


He hadn’t batted an eye when Ashido suggested that last part, but now, once 


again, he’s reading too much into the implications of it. 


It’s no secret that he—more specifically, his family—is well off, and he’s more 
than happy to spend the excess money he has, however to be the only one 


financially supporting their day out together... 


No matter how much Ashido assured him otherwise, there’s no denying the 


fact the whole thing reads like a romantic outing. An actual date. 


Bakugou looks up from his gift then, and in all honesty, Todoroki is a bit em- 
barrassed by how plain it is. Compared to the neatly wrapped box he got 
which has actual ribbons tied in an impeccable bow, all Bakugou received was 
a piece of paper that Todoroki cut down to size with scissors, and incredibly 
basic black ink on top. He hadn’t thought to add a border or maybe even some 


hearts, just to give it some decoration, some semblance that he put thought 
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Their eyes lock, and Bakugou’s expression is completely unreadable. It’s the 
most neutral Todoroki has ever seen—he can’t get any hint of emotion from 
it—and suddenly, he’s struck with the sensation that this is the calm before 


the storm. 

Ah. 

So this is where he meets his demise. 

Caused by invoking the wrath of a very explosive classmate. 
What a way to go. 


He’s only glad that his last meal got to be zaru soba. At least he can feel 


some happiness. 
Bam! 


Todoroki glances down and finds Bakugou’s hand at his chest. Surprisingly, 


there’s no crackling. There is, however, a pink envelope. 
Bakugou pulls his hand back and Todoroki catches the envelope. 


“You can have your stupid paper back,” Bakugou tells him, before turning 
around and walking away from him and the class as a whole. “I'll text you 
the details of what | want to do, when and where, after | decide it,” he adds 
as he presses the buttons in the elevator. “And I’m holding you to that last 
statement. You're gonna be paying for everything, | ain’t bringing a single 


cent,” he finishes while the doors close. 
“Okay,” Todoroki replies even though Bakugou is long gone. 


He doesn’t point out the fact Bakugou only handed the envelope to him; he’s 


still holding onto the paper with Todoroki’s words on it. 


~*~ 


Bakugou is ashamed to say his cheeks grew hot when he read the word 
‘date’. 


Say what you will, but Bakugou’s never been on a date before, okay? 


And even if the dense bastard claimed it didn’t have to be romantic there 


was no way Raccoon Eyes intended this to be anything but. 


She knew what she was doing, and Todoroki, being the dumbass he is, just 


listened. 


Bakugou lies on his back on his bed, hands folded behind his head. The piece 


of paper with Todoroki’s messy writing on it (seriously, how last minute was 


ove 


this?) sits on his desk, like it has been for the past few days. 


He doesn’t know why he kept it in the first place, much less why he hasn’t 


ripped it up or exploded it since. 


There’s just something about the image of Todoroki writing those words, with 
his long strokes and uneven placement of characters, that makes Bakugou feel 


as though the paper carries some kind of value. 
Bakugou lets out a humourless chuckle. 


It’s stupid that Todoroki’s lazy and unattractive ‘gift’ is affecting him more than 


his carefully crafted and precisely wrapped present impacted Todoroki. 


Unfortunately, Bakugou gets it. Not even he could appreciate his own work 
right now. With the number of trials he conducted and the amount of choco- 
late he’s consumed in the last couple of weeks, he’s going to stay away from the 


food for at least months to come. 


(He can still taste cacao in his mouth, and it does not go well with his favourite 


spicy dishes.) 


He wonders whether Todoroki has even tried his chocolate yet. He certainly 
hasn't said anything to Bakugou about it. Although... Does he even know Ba- 


kugou made it himself? 
But why should Bakugou care anyway? It’s not like— 


Bakugou’s alarm goes off, and he reaches behind him to turn it off. He’s been 


awake for ages, the only thing it’s doing is irritating him. 


After taking a moment to collect himself, Bakugou gets out of bed and gets 


ready to go out. 
Today, he’s going to the amusement park with Todoroki. 


It didn’t take him long to figure out what he wanted to do. He hasn’t been to a 
theme park in ages, and when he proposed it to Todoroki, Todoroki revealed 
he’s never been to one at all. (Initially Bakugou was appalled, wondering what 
kind of person he must be to have never gone to an amusement park before, 
but he quickly stopped that train of thought after remembering exactly why 
that was probably the case.) 


The trip over to Bakugou’s chosen destination is pleasant. It’s reminiscent of 
their remedial course days, and leads Bakugou to contemplate how often he’s 


been stuck with Todoroki since. 
Truth be told, however, he doesn’t entirely hate it. 


Todoroki is strong; it’s nice to have someone who can match Bakugou’s pace by 


his side. If they’re not fighting, the two of them are a deadly match for po- 


tential villains. Bakugou dares someone to try and cross them and come out 


unscathed. 


One downside is how stupid Todoroki can be sometimes, but in the right situ- 


ation it’s incredibly funny, so it balances out. 
“Bakugou.” 


That’s another downside. Todoroki will say something and expect Bakugou to 
be able to decipher his every intention and meaning from what might be just 


a single word. 
Well, two can play at that game. 
Bakugou stays silent and stares at Todoroki, willing him to crack. 


Finally, Todoroki points at a bright red poster near one of the ticket boxes. 
Bakugou doesn’t follow his indication because he wants Todoroki to use his 


words, and also he can’t see that far. 


All he can make out are some hearts and white text, he can’t deduce why it’s 


relevant to them. 


“They have a Valentine’s day discount. But it’s for couples only, so we have to 


pretend to be dating when | buy our tickets.” 


“What, even you want to save some money?” Bakugou scoffs. He doesn’t ad- 
dress the other part, because no, he is not going to pretend to date Todoro- 
ki. (Despite the fact this is meant to be a date in the first place, his brain 


unhelpfully supplies.) 


Todoroki actually rolls his eyes at him then holds his arm out for Bakugou, 


challenging him to take it. 


Downside number three. Todoroki can be immensely stubborn. So much so 
it makes Bakugou wonder whether he’s also this annoying when refusing to 


relent. 


It probably helps that Todoroki knows Bakugou has no choice but to listen to 


him. 


He’s greatly regretting the fact he followed through with his declaration of 
making sure Todoroki pays for everything. He legitimately didn’t bring any 
money, and it’s left him with a dependence on Todoroki which he had not 


accounted for. 
Shoving down his pride, Bakugou stalks up to Todoroki and takes his arm. 


As they walk towards the box office, Bakugou loosens the scarf around his 
neck. It feels much warmer now than it was a few moments ago, and he’s lost 


as to why until he looks at where he and Todoroki are connected, and realis- 
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es he’s currently holding onto Todoroki’s left arm. 
Had Todoroki purposely proffered this arm to heat Bakugou up? 
Bakugou shakes his head clear. Why is he reading so much into everything? 


It’s just a stupid arm; Todoroki probably just wanted to keep his dominant hand 


free, whilst robbing Bakugou of his. 
“Could | get the Valentine’s tickets for me and my boyfriend please?” 


The word rolls so smoothly off Todoroki’s tongue, if they weren’t attached 
Bakugou would’ve thought he was talking about someone else. What’s more, he 


recalls Todoroki being a shit liar. Where has this come from? 


“Sure thing, that’ll be— Shouto?! And— You’re the boy who won the Sports 
Festival!” 


Bakugou jerks up in surprise, and he finds Todoroki similarly shocked. This is 


bad. Since they’ve been recognised there’s no— 


“| always thought you two looked good together during those interviews, but | 


never would’ve guessed you were actually...” 


“Don’t tell anyone,” Bakugou warns, but he thinks his threat has fallen on deaf 


ears. The employee seems too joyous to take in anything else right now. 


“Of course not! | can only imagine how difficult it is for two rising heroes to 
be in arelationship and go on a peaceful date. Don’t worry, your secret is safe 
with me! Just know that whenever you do decide to go public, I'll be support- 


ing you.” 


The employee processes the tickets as they speak, and the moment they’re 
done Bakugou snatches them off the counter and pulls Todoroki into the park. 
He wants to get as far away as soon as possible—there’s just too much risk with 
that person—although that doesn’t stop Todoroki from flashing them a smile 


and telling them, “Thanks.” 


When they've officially entered the theme park and have their wristbands on, 


Bakugou glances at the receipt. 


Even with the discount (Bakugou refuses to acknowledge the ‘couple’ part 
before it), their tickets didn’t come out cheap. Bakugou doesn’t recall them 
ever costing that much, but he also can’t find it in himself to feel guilty about 


making Todoroki splurge since he clearly has the funds to do so. 


He crumples up the piece of paper and throws it into the nearest bin, before 
unfolding the map and deciding which ride to go on first. He’s started walking 


towards it when something pulls him back. 


“Hey, you can let go now.” 


Bakugou eyes Todoroki with question before following his gaze down to their 


arms, which are still looped together. 


They’re well inside the park now, there’s no reason for them to maintain the 


boyfriend act. It’s just that Bakugou forgot. 


He honestly got used to holding onto Todoroki, to feeling that warmth con- 


trasting the crisp winter air, and frankly, he doesn’t want to be cold again. 


But then the corner of Todoroki’s mouth curls into something like a smirk, 


and Bakugou instantaneously throws himself away from Todoroki. 


Crossing his arms to fight back the chill (but finding it’s not enough), Bakugou 


grumbles, “Whatever let’s just get this day over with.” 


~*~ 


If the world knew Bakugou Katsuki got scared on amusement rides, Todoroki 


wonders what would happen. 
Todoroki, for his part, is having a very enjoyable time. 


He enjoys the thrill—the climbing up, the anticipation, and then the sudden 
surge down and the cold air rushing past them. (He makes it a point to sit on 
the right, so as not to make Bakugou any colder than he already is. He has to 
take off his scarf and beanie for every ride, and he’s clearly suffering.) The 
sinking feeling in his stomach is similar to the one he gets when facing villains, 
so it’s nice to be able to experience it and get used to it without any of the 
other dangers. In a way, this is actually like training. It could really help his 


future battles. 
But really, Todoroki is just having fun. 
Bakugou, on the other hand, he can’t be so sure of. 


Todoroki doesn’t know why Bakugou chose to come here if he’s just going to 


be screaming on every ride. 


Now, Todoroki has dealt with a variety of Bakugou’s shouts and yells, but this 


is something else. 


The screams are as loud as ever—Todoroki doesn’t think Bakugou is capable 


of anything but—except they’re missing the usual rage. 


They’re not exactly joyous either, although Bakugou has let out more 


‘Whool’s than Todoroki could ever picture him doing. 


It’s quite a confusing sound, Todoroki can’t place the emotions in it, however 


he doesn’t hate hearing it. 


There’s something else. 
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Todoroki didn’t know Bakugou was such a touchy person. 


Not in the sense that he’s sensitive (although he is that too), but in the way 
that means he’s suddenly holding onto or reaching out for Todoroki more than 
before. Which was never. 


As someone who’s for lack of a better word touch-starved, it kind of affects 


Todoroki a lot. 


It sets his nerves aflame, yet grounds him and fills him with stability. It makes 
him feel like he’s being relied on, and Todoroki finds that he wouldn’t mind this 


sort of responsibility. 


When they had to fake being a couple earlier, Todoroki didn’t think much be- 
fore holding his arm out for Bakugou to take. It seemed like the most obvious, 
yet pain-free option, but what he hadn’t expected was that it would actually 


be pleasant. Nice. And most of all, feel natural. 
That made it easy for him to lie to the employee, but if he were to confess... 
In that moment, he wasn’t really pretending. 


He wanted to see what it would be like, to introduce Bakugou as his boyfriend; 


test the waters a little, gauge how Bakugou reacts. 


Todoroki has been harbouring a spark for the blasty boy for some time now, 
and he’s been contemplating whether he wants to put that flame out entirely 


or let it grow. 


Obviously getting rid of feelings is easier said than done, but Todoroki is pretty 


good at it. And it helps when Bakugou makes himself unappealing. 


Following the events of today though, Todoroki thinks it’ll be very difficult to 
skew his mind in the direction that’s not ‘DATE HIM NOW’. 


Because Bakugou is the happiest Todoroki has ever seen him. 


Despite all the screaming and yelling, Bakugou has also been non-stop smiling. 
And not the vicious smirk that makes kids cry, but a genuine, even grin which 


makes his disposition nearly as bright as his hair. 


He gets off the rides beaming, then instantly runs toward the next one on his 
list, often leaving Todoroki to chase after him. Todoroki understands the adren- 
aline these rides have given them, but seriously, where is all this energy coming 


from? 


And sometimes, when he deems Todoroki too slow, Bakugou will come back 


and take him by the hand, then drag him to their next stop. 


And Todoroki has no choice but to keep up with him, still too dazed by Ba- 


kugou’s sudden change in behaviour. 


And whenever Bakugou turns around to check on Todoroki, it’s with that ex- 5 
cited expression on his face which stops Todoroki’s heart, so Todoroki stops 


trying to make sense of it altogether. 
He is completely, irrevocably, falling for him. 
But back to the touching. 


On one of the roller coaster rides there are bench seats, meaning Todoroki 
and Bakugou aren’t separated and share a car. They have a lap bar of course, 
but it leaves them with a lot more freedom and mobility compared to some 


of the previous rides. 


As they aren’t heavily restrained, when the coaster makes sharp turns left 
and right at high speeds, they’re thrown against the other’s side. 


Now, Todoroki tries hard to remain still—he believes this can be another 
training exercise, but Bakugou is going all over the place. Every time they 
surge right, Bakugou will crash into Todoroki’s side and have no choice but to 


stay there (not that Todoroki has any complaints). 


Then, during one of those plunges down Bakugou grabs Todoroki’s hand 
and puts his arm up, but doesn’t let go after. And so for the rest of the ride 
they’re holding hands, with Bakugou’s grip tightening every time there’s a 


sudden jerk or change in motion. 


The two of them go on a scary-themed ride too, and Todoroki is honestly as 
terrified as Bakugou, however he’s just so much more fascinated by the way 

Bakugou clings onto him and buries his face into Todoroki’s shoulder to hide 
from the frightening effects and jump scares that it completely distracts him 


from everything else. 


Bakugou has nearly a year on Todoroki—a whole nine months—but it’s never 
really a relevant fact. It doesn’t affect their combat ability or change their 


dynamic, so it doesn’t matter. 


Now though, as Todoroki watches Bakugou shrink into himself, combined 
with his shorter height, he’s hit with the realisation that the older boy is ac- 
tually smaller than him. It fills him with this strange protective desire (which 
is somewhat funny, coming from the youngest child of four), and he wonders 


whether it would be weird to pat Bakugou on the head. 


By the end of the ride, Todoroki can’t recall a single feature of it. Only how 
Bakugou curled his hands around Todoroki’s arm; the sensation of Bakugou’s 
hairs brushing his neck; the tiny yelps Bakugou let out when he did manage to 


open his eyes. 
Todoroki goes to look at the photo after, and as he expected, it’s not good. 


Half of his face is obscured because he has his head turned, and Bakugou’s J 
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face can’t be seen at all. The only real thing that identifies them is their hair— 
Todoroki’s white and Bakugou’s blond stand out against the darkness around 


them. 


It really isn’t a great image, but Todoroki for some reason really likes it, and 
so almost on a whim he asks for it on a keychain. He should come home with 


some kind of souvenir from this trip, after all. 
When he makes it back to the main path, Bakugou is only slightly impatient. 
“Where'd you go?” 


“Nowhere.” Bakugou raises his eyebrows at him, and Todoroki amends, “I went 


to check on something.” 


He doesn’t want to tell Bakugou he was buying a picture of them together, for 
some reason it feels too personal. Bakugou gives him a once-over but doesn’t 


further question him. 


“I’ve got your bag, remember?” Bakugou holds it out as proof. “You’re slow 


enough on your own, I’m not gonna let this hold you back even more.” 


“Yeah? And what about you?” Because if Bakugou wants to insult him, Todoroki 
has plenty to say back. Especially with all the new knowledge he gained today. 
“Do you want to go on one of those kiddie rides next, just to calm your heart, 


since you were hanging onto me for dear life just then? And everywhere else?” 


Bakugou’s eyes widen slightly, and then he stares down at his hands as if they'll 


give him an explanation. 

Oh? 

So it seems like Bakugou hasn’t been doing it consciously. 
That’s interesting. 


Todoroki tries not to smirk, but he must fail because when Bakugou looks up 


again he instantly scowls. 
“The fuck are you on about that did not happen.” 


And oh, how Todoroki wishes he could show him the photo evidence and prove 


him wrong. 


Instead, he just nods and says, “Sure.” 


After smashing out a solid number of rides, Bakugou decides it’s time for a 
break. 


When he goes to buy lunch he offers to get something for Todoroki too like the 


kind person he is, but the ungrateful bastard tells him to go on ahead, he'll 
get something later. In the end Bakugou can’t complain, because he’s still 
spending Todoroki’s money and also, he’s trusting him with his card. (Who 


even has a card at their age?) 


Todoroki doesn’t look like he’s going to purchase anything even after Bakugou 
returns with his food, so Bakugou shrugs and starts digging in. He’s not going 


to rob himself of a good meal just because Todoroki isn’t also eating. 


But then, in a motion so smooth Bakugou almost misses it, Todoroki pulls out 


this packet from his bag. 


Midchew Bakugou recognises what may be happening, and he obviously 


chooses to tease Todoroki about it. 


“What,” he says with a scoff, “are you a nerd or something? Did you seriously 


bring your own food?” 


He’s got his mouth open—after swallowing the food in it of course, he has 
manners—prepared to continue the onslaught when he sees that his fucking 
chocolates are inside the clear bag, and he promptly shuts his mouth and 


shuts up. 


He also full-on fucking blushes, his cheeks get furiously hot, and what else is 


he going to do but glare at Todoroki for causing this? 


It ends up being the wrong move, because when Todoroki notices he candidly 
states, “They’re good,” in way of explanation and carefully places a piece into 


his mouth, causing Bakugou to nearly combust. 


Looking away from the half-and-half he retorts, “Shut up | didn’t ask,” still 
blushing. He has no clue why he’s getting so defensive, and even he knows it’s 
too much without Todoroki looking at him with big, innocent eyes, like he has 


absolutely no idea what's going on, much less what he’s done wrong. 
Which he hasn’t. This is all Bakugou. 
The thing is, today has been dangerous. 


Bakugou was able to squash any potential feelings he had for Todoroki before 
by avoiding prolonged contact with him alone, but now all his efforts have 


gone to waste. 


Todoroki is supposed to be his rival—he declared as much very early on, and 
this is not some kind of manga story so of course he can’t have feelings for 


his opponent! 
But damn, does it feel natural. 


Until Todoroki brought it up, Bakugou honestly had no clue he had been 


holding onto him like that. He’s just been so lost in everything, in being able 
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to forget about villains and heroes and quirks momentarily and just enjoy being 


an actual teenager. 
He didn’t know that meant being so touchy-feely, but it makes him wonder... 


lf Bakugou wasn’t aiming for the top, if he and Todoroki weren’t trying to be- 


come heroes, where would they be? Or rather, what would they be? 
Todoroki is very easy on the eyes. There’s no doubt about that. 
It’s his demeanour which is really getting to Bakugou. 


Even though Bakugou’s made fun of and criticised how unexpressive and calm 


Todoroki is, he’s really coming to see how it makes them such a good match. 


Bakugou, with all his explosivity, feels somewhat less volatile by Todoroki’s 
side. His complete impassiveness causes Bakugou to relax as well, and though 
he may not show it on the outside, Todoroki’s level-headedness puts him in 
the right mindset too. It’s as if he embodies the ice part of his quirk and cools 


Bakugou down. 


He isn’t sure what to think about the whole thing, but it’s kind of fun taking 
Todoroki on all these amusement rides and watching him run after him with 


that wide-eyed expression on his face. 


And if he continues leading Todoroki by the hand after lunch, and maybe starts 
leaning into him more as the temperature gets colder, well, that’s nobody’s 


business but Bakugou’s. 


There’s no question behind his actions now either, not since they acknowl- 
edged what was happening, however Bakugou also feels like there isn’t any- 
thing for him to be hiding. Todoroki certainly hasn’t opposed to any of it, so 


surely... 


Neither of them have actively confessed or anything (there’s probably some- 
thing to be said about that fact), and yeah it might cause issues later, but this is 


also just who they are? 


Bakugou reckons though, that he knows even without Todoroki voicing it. And 


he’s sure Todoroki feels the same. 


At the very end of the day, when they’re heading back home, Todoroki tells 
him, “| had fun today. We should do it again.” 


He says it into the space between them—terribly small due to how packed the 


train is, and Bakugou can feel it on his skin. 


Their breaths intermingle and create this hot little pocket, and it becomes 
close to overwhelming so Bakugou looks away from Todoroki when he replies, 


“I'd rather fucking not.” 


Apparently the universe is against Bakugou though, because at that moment 61 
the train lurches and throws them off balance. Bakugou in particular, who 


was straining to hold onto a bit of the pole, stumbles. 


And maybe it’s instinct, or maybe it’s a result of everything earlier, but he 


proceeds to grab onto Todoroki with no hesitation to steady himself. 
Todoroki startles, although he recovers quickly. 


Bakugou continues holding onto him even after regaining his balance, even as 
the train begins to clear, because he’s just that embarrassed and also over- 
whelmed and Todoroki is doing more for him than the pole ever did. He has 
his eyes closed and is resting his forehead on Todoroki’s shoulder, and when 
he finally decides to completely give in he moves his hands from Todoroki’s 


hips to the centre of his back. 
Not once does Todoroki make any movement to get him off. 


Instead, he wraps his other arm—the one not holding onto the pole—around 
Bakugou, and starts playing with what Bakugou assumes is the keychain he 
bought from one of the later rides. It was one of those slower, more chill 
ones, so they’re both looking at the camera and actually posing. Bakugou 

is pulling a wicked face and making matching gestures with his hands, while 


Todoroki wears his neutral expression and lamely puts up the peace sign. 


Bakugou felt like Todoroki was judging him when he went and bought the 
photo (with Todoroki’s money, of course), but he thought he should have 


some evidence of their trip. 
The day they went to the amusement park like normal kids. 
The day they made good on Todoroki’s shitty Valentine’s coupon. 


The day they went on their very first date. 
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burnt 
cookies, 
ceramic 


by Aspen 
@fatgumslut 


Shouto didn’t really know what he was doing. Not entirely, at least, like he 
was a fall leaf on a river, gliding across the current. But he knew that people 


did movie nights a lot in movies, so why not? 


He was in the rom-com section of the movie area in a Walmart, looking 

throughout the movies to hopefully find a couple Katsuki would like. He knew 
Katsuki preferred action, but he also knew that if he broke the “rules” of Val- 
entine’s Day he’d get crucified. Katsuki had an action-free plan for their week 


off, and Shouto was on board with everything that would let him sleep in. 


He was standing under the fluorescent lights of the store, five potential pur- 
chases tucked under his arm when Katsuki silently stalked over to where he 


stood, and if it weren't for Shouto’s peripheral vision he would’ve scared him. 


Shouto doesn’t like the way the lighting makes Katsuki’s face so pale, unlike 
the way he’d looked outside, with flushed cheeks from the cold and glow- 
ing skin, like a beacon of heat cutting through the snow that was just barely 


starting to trickle back, and wind down to an easy pathway to springtime. 


“Lemme see what’chya got so far, | got some brownie mix n’ other dough an’ 
stuff, since y’like this sweet shit.” Katsuki grabbed the movies from under 


Shouto’s arm, and moved his hand from the cart he’d gotten earlier. 


“5O First Dates? Seriously? Everyone’s seen this movie, Shou.” Shouto shook 


his head, because he apparently wasn’t a part of “everyone”. 


Katsuki lifted an eyebrow at Shouto, and gave Shouto The Face. The one 
where his nose scrunched up slightly, his cheeks puffed out just a little, and 


he gave some disappointed cross between a grunt and a growl. 
I'm really engaged to a feral animal, Shouto thought to himself. 
A cute one. 


“You've never seen. 50. First. Dates. What. The. Fuck. And after all these 


years, I’m just barely finding this out now.” 


“I'm full of surprises, what can | say?” Shouto winked at Katsuki. He splut- 


tered, and Shouto went on. 
“So what if | haven’t seen it? It’s not like the world would end if-” 


“The fuck do you mean ‘so what?’ It’s a classic. Y’know what? We’re getting 
it. We'll get all these shitty classics you’ve never seen, and a couple others. 
And we’re gonna watch them. All. Tonight.” A wicked grin flashed its way onto 
his face, and the same feeling he’d been getting for Katsuki for years at this 
point fluttered it’s way into his chest, tugging his lips into a smile. Katsuki’s 


smile reached his flaming stare, and Shouto’s face flushed. 


He felt lucky to have Katsuki. 


They'd spent a total of three hours and two hundred dollars in comfy blan- 67 
kets, movies, and various mixes for them to make. Cake, brownies, cookies, 
if it was a sweet they’d found some form of it, cooked or not, for them to 


spend Valentine’s Day sharing. 


It was six thirty by the time they were home, and Katsuki was so clearly ex- 
cited for their movie night he practically flung off his shoes to get started on 


dinner. 


Shouto checked his phone, and replied to his texts (most of which were con- 
cerning the rebuilding of his and Katsuki’s recently destroyed agency, which 
is what gave them the week long break. Villain attacks could be inconvenient 


like that sometimes) and toed off his shoes. 


Katsuki hadn’t even put away the groceries, opting instead to just start on 
some rice, chicken, and avocado. A quick dinner, but one that could get their 
Valentine’s Day movie binge started sooner. Shouto put away the things they 
weren't going to use immediately, then set the movies next to their laptop 


and set up the blankets. 


Shouto contemplated lighting candles, letting the smell of the wax blan- 

ket their apartment with cedar and eucalyptus (a strange mix Katsuki likes) 
while they watched shitty romance movies and ate food. It was a disgustingly 
domestic plan that Katsuki had planned for them, but one that let Shouto 
sleep in, so he didn’t mind a single bit. They both wanted a relaxed, easygoing 


Valentine’s Day, and that was just what they were going to have. 


He opted to change into pajamas, and then light the candles. He set them 

on a nearby counter next to their framed pictures. He loved those pictures, 
like snippets of captured joy he could keep with him as he moved further in 
his life. Their graduating photo with the entirety of Class 3-A stood proudly 
in a 4x6 frame, a photo of Katsuki approaching from the debris of an intense 
villain battle that the news had taken laid out gorgeously in burgundy wood, 
making Katsuki look like a photo of lightning striking; powerful, dangerous, 
and bright. There were a handful of other photos that he and Katsuki collect- 
ed over the years, ones that felt less like memories and more like reminders 
that things can always get better. Because between each joy they both felt a 


sadness, a grief that those pictures helped them carry. 


Shouto hoped after Katsuki and he got married and bought a home togeth- 
er, make the rings on their fingers mean so much more than promises, they 
could fill their home with warm bits and pieces of their lives, like the photo 
Shouto has of his first time meeting the Bakugou family, the picture Midoriya 
took of Katsuki on one knee at a huge dinner for their three year anniversary, 
or the picture of them at the county fair, with Katsuki’s lips on his cheek and 
their hats off, their way of telling the world they were inseparable, and that 


much more invincible. w 
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It didn’t take a genius to know they were on the verge of becoming something 
lasting, something they would nestle deep into their cores to remind them 
they’re never alone. They were on the precipice of a mountain of time togeth- 


er, inching closer to jumping off together, strings attached and all. 


Dinner was finished soon enough, and Shouto had already set up the couch 
and grabbed two wine glasses to fill as Katsuki got into pajamas. He brought the 
wine and Katsuki brought their food, and Shouto tucked himself underneath 
Katsuki’s left arm snugly as they ate, 50 First Dates playing and the smell of ce- 
dar and eucalyptus making the house feel like a breath of fresh, clean air, but 
warm and cozy and paired with the blankets, the food, the movie, warmth, Kat- 
suki, Shouto was overcome with a type of content that was more like a burning 


sunset than it was a giddy joy. 


It was a silent type of happiness, save for colors ignited inside Shouto that he 
felt more than could imagine, like the sun setting the horizon ablaze, warmly, 
quietly. He felt like their apartment was glowing pastel blue, gentle and soft, 
like a kiss to the forehead in an early morning when he’s just barely awake, but 
can feel it still. Katsuki, a muted, glowy orange that melted Shouto from the 
inside and left him like molasses, slow and warm and dripping drop by drop, 


letting pure adoration and love fill the niches inside Shouto. 


Valentine’s Day turned out to be anticlimactic, easygoing, and predictable, 

in the comforting way that after so long, relationships easily settle into. They 
dawdled through time as the movie played and they finished their wine and 
food. Shouto used his convenient quirk to keep them warm, and took Katsuki’s 


hand in both of his, running circles over his knuckles with his thumb. 


Katsuki kept dropping kisses on Shouto’s forehead, and the gesture made 

Shouto’s heart stutter in jolts of happiness. By halfway through the movie he’d 
gotten six forehead kisses, and when Katsuki moved to give him another Shou- 
to turned his head up fast to catch Katsuki’s lips. Katsuki laughed into the kiss 


before pulling away to kiss Shouto’s forehead. 


“Watch the movie, Shou.” Katsuki murmured. He hummed in reply, and swam 
in the honey thick warmth of Katsuki’s arms, the city lights filtering from behind 


their curtains, and a sappy love movie flickering on their laptop screen. 


Shouto and Katsuki spent three movies just laying down, dropping kisses and 
little warm, gentle pieces of affection all over each other. By the end of the 
third, they’d shifted so Shouto was laying on Katsuki’s chest, and Katsuki’s head 
was propped up by one of their couch pillows. Katsuki was tracing patterns on 
Shouto’s back, and when the end credits rolled Shouto lazily stretched, balling 
his fists at either side of Katsuki’s head. 


Katsuki smiled down at him gently, and pecked Shouto on the nose. 


“Let’s go clean up real quick, n’ make some of those cookies. | got the maca- 


damia ones y’like so damn much.” 


Oh fuck that was true, he got the macadamia cookies. The cookies Shouto 
has been in love with since his second year at U.A. Shouto grinned at Katsuki 
and practically leaped off of him, punching a breathless oof from Katsuki’s 


chest as he leaped off the couch. 


It was 1 am, Shouto saw it on the stove clock, but that wasn’t going to stop 


him from zooming around the kitchen to start getting the dough ready. 
“Hold on, Shou, we gotta clean n’shit first, Jesus fuck.” 


Shouto had never cleaned up so fast in his entire life. He zoomed around the 
kitchen, doing the dishes, wiping the counters, washing his hands, and at his 


blatant excitement, Katsuki stared groggily. 
“It’s 1AM, why’re you so energetic n’shit2” 
“Cookies.” Shouto kept working. 


Katsuki chuckled, and stepped behind Shouto as he separated half the dough 
to save for later. Katsuki slowly wrapped his arms around his waist. His chin 
rested on Shouto’s shoulder, and he sighed gently as he watched Shouto 


hurriedly prepare the cookie dough. 
“FUCK.” 
“Hah?2” 


“| forgot to preheat the oven!” Shouto practically tore Katsuki off of him, 


clearing out the pans from the oven to set it to preheat. 


“What if | set it 50 degrees hotter for ten minutes then turn the temperature 


down to the right temperature so it doesn’t take as long to heat up?” 


“Shou what the fuck?! Dumbass! Just wait!” Katsuki pushes Shouto back 


from the oven and sets it to the right degree. 
“Just have patience, we have all night, dipshit.” 
Shouto pouted. So what if he had all night? He wanted the cookies now. 


“Don’t gimme that cutesy pouty shit, Icyhot. I’m not burning down the fuck- 
ing house cause y’want some goddamn cookies.” He said, but the blade he 


used to cut at him with his words was dull (as usual). 
“Well | was gonna. Don’t tell me what to do.” 


They stared at each other, hard and stubborn, before simultaneously erupt- 
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ing in laughter. 


Their smiles reached their cheeks and eventually hurt from all the joy that they 
put into it, and their sides hurt and their noses are scrunched up and they’re 
hunched over and they don’t know why it was so funny but it had them rolling 


on the floor. 


When they finally composed themselves they chattered softly in the kitchen 
until the oven dinged, and Shouto excitedly put the cookies inside. When he 
closed the oven and turned around, Katsuki was on his phone, typing some- 


thing. 


Shouto realized soon enough it was YouTube, as a slow 1930s style orches- 
tral intro tentatively ran its stringed fingers across the room, turning it into a 
cocoon of glowing gold warmth and the audible equivalent to a hug; it cradled 
the room softly and warmly, burning with an aching love as a slow jazz beat 


began to mingle with the gentle strings and firm piano. 


Shouto slowly moved to hug Katsuki, gently, and rested his head on his shoul- 
der. Katsuki brought his arms around Shouto and they slowly swayed, there 

in their kitchen. The atmosphere winded down quickly, going from bursting, 
bubbling laughter to meaningless (precious) chatter, to slow dancing at two am, 
as the cookies slowly began to envelop their kitchen with its smell, warm and 
filling and making Shouto want to hold onto Katsuki tighter. 


They stayed there, as the slow song tapered off and another one gently started 
in, this one more grounded and certain, the trumpet was strong and longing, 
the strings forlorn and benevolent. Shouto sighed gently into Katsuki’s chest 


and wrapped his arms around Katsuki’s neck. 


They were suspended in the air, caught up in the strings they'd been tying to 
each other since they met, surrounded by the smell of baking cookies, and 
held soundly together by the music that swayed them around the kitchen. 
Slowly, slowly, gently, gently, the pieces of Katsuki and Shouto fell together and 


melted into each other like caramel, sweet and mixing. 


Somewhere about halfway through the song, Shouto looked up to meet Kat- 
suki’s eyes and kissed him softly. He once again melted into Katsuki, poured 
himself like molasses into his hold. His hands wrapped around Shouto’s waist 
and they continued moving, like leaves blowing through the breeze of the music 
that once again wound down, making way for yet another song. Shouto pulled 


away to look at Katsuki as they danced. 
“Did you make a playlist just for tonight?” 
“Maybe.” Katsuki smirked. 


“Hm. Didn’t take you for the sappy type.” 


“Don’t, dipshit,” Katsuki pulled Shouto back in close again. “We all know vil 
you're the softie here, Icyhot.” 


Shouto only hummed in response, before stealing a chaste kiss from his 
fiancé. 


They started up chatter again, but slow and murmured as the music played 
and the minutes shaved off. Eventually, after songs that Shouto lost count of, 


he looked at the time on the stove. 

“Shit.” 

“Hahe” 

“The cookies should’ve been ready five minutes ago!” 
Shouto turned off the oven and took out the cookies. 
“Well fuck, Halfie.” 


Shouto frowned at the burnt edges of the cookies, which would undoubtedly 
be tasted should he bite one of them. 


“They aren’t completely ruined, Katsu.” Shouto said, and before Katsuki 


could protest, he shoved a cookie into his mouth. 
“Shou, wait-” 
“MMMMPHRGH!” 


Shouto spat out the burning hot cookie, his burnt tongue lolling out and 
his face scrunched up in pain and surprise. Katsuki immediately took hold 
of Shouto’s chin to see if his fiancé was hurt. After seeing Shouto was just 


burned a little and was fine, he laughed. 


A glorious thing, Katsuki’s laugh, like popping the cork off of champagne and 
watching it fly, going on joyrides, skydiving, the start of a rollercoaster ride, 
and a shot of adrenaline, bringing Shouto to a fuzzy feeling blooming across 
his chest, clogging up his throat with words (proclamations) of feelings (love) 


he’s been having for years, now. 


He wanted to be mad at Katsuki but he was laughing, and it felt like a gift, 
even though his laugh was strong and unapologetic and for him only. Katsu- 
ki’s laugh left Shouto feeling like an old Fall Out Boy song, feeling like he was 
caught up in a hurricane, feeling like he’s blinked and the kitchen is suddenly 
the stars and Katsuki’s relentlessly bright smile is the sun, the sky, the entire 


universe focused onto one face. 


It left Shouto smiling too, with a burning tongue and cheeks burning hotter as 
Katsuki picks up the cookie pieces and, tossing them between his hands to 


keep from burning himself, throws it away. wo 
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It feels like Katsuki’s thrown away the last vestiges of the ceramic casing Shouto 
used to carry his heart in. It existed to protect him. As Katsuki’s fierceness and 
strength knocked piece after piece away, Shouto had used to fear he’d get 
hurt as his walls broke down, too. That was before he saw how gentle Katsuki 
could be, how vulnerable he could leave himself by merely not saying a thing, 
by confirming things without confirming them, and saying things without saying 


them. 


Now, as they waited for the cookies to cool, leaning over the counter and to 
the side onto each other, Shouto has never felt more protected and yet so raw 


at the same time before. 


They watched the cookies cool, smelled the burnt edges, felt each other lean- 
ing to each other on the counter, and Shouto wonders if that moment, then 


and there, was “I love you.” 
He’s pretty sure he was right. 


“| love you”, it felt like burnt cookies and tongues, smiling, slow dancing at two 
am in a kitchen. It burned like a bright, relentless smile and gently carried them 
throughout grief with the shards of memories, of joy it’s captured with. And it 
held them close under each other’s holds, cedar and eucalyptus, and classic 


romance movies on their TV. 


By four AM they’d made another cookie batch, and two batches of brownies. 
The cookies were for them, the first brownie batch to their friends, and the 
second batch for the construction workers, who were spending their Valen- 
tine’s Day rebuilding their agency. Shouto knew he would probably have to take 
credit for it all, seeing as Katsuki “isn’t sappy” and would never do anything 


nice for anyone, ever. 


Years of thoughtful presents to his friends and Shouto say otherwise, but Shou- 


to was fine with it. 


Four (not burnt) cookies and six slow dances later, they laid down on their bed 
together again to keep watching the movies in their bedroom, the PC across 
the bed from them. 


Katsuki drifted within the hour. The soft audio of the movies slipped them 
under the covers, smelling like burnt cookies and feeling like arms wrapped 


around waists. 


Katsuki, spooning Shouto, had fallen asleep with his nose at Shouto’s nape and 
it tickled him when he breathed. It made Shouto feel warm inside to think that 
someone, living and breathing, Katsuki, had his arms around his waist and was 


dozing quietly, as if he wasn’t the most precious human on the planet to him. 


Fuck. 


It hits Shouto again (and again), how hopelessly he’d fallen for Katsuki, how 73 
deeply Katsuki’s rooted into his life, how easily Katsuki had walked into his 


life, snapped his fingers, and with one of his relentless smiles replaced his air. 
He’s so grateful he gets to marry this man. 


Around five thirty in the morning, Shouto paused his movie and closed the 
laptop, and soaked in the room. The early beginnings of sunrise peeled out 
over the city and light gently trickled in from the windowsill. In chunks it fil- 
tered through, illuminating the dust in the air and bringing the room to a dim, 


drowsy glow. 


Katsuki’s sleeping, they haven’t finished the movie, and he’s exhaust- 
ed from the all nighter, but all he can do when Katsuki’s near (and he’s had 


his favorite cookies) is smile. 


Smile, he does, before turning around to face Katsuki and cradle his 


face with his hand. 


“G’morning.” he whispers to Katsuki, taking in his eyelashes gently 
dusting his cheeks and his just-barely visible freckles and just how amazing 


Katsuki is, even when he isn’t doing anything. 


Shouto had been falling, falling, falling for Katsuki since they first met. 
The wind would roar in his ears and he couldn’t really see where any of it was 
going, but in that dim glowy sunlight Shouto hit the ground, opened his eyes 
and found himself cocooned inside the room with Katsuki, another ceramic 


shell like the one in his heart. 


But this Valentine’s Day, he’s made room for two. 
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Secret 
Valentine 


by ethydium 
@ethydium 


Katsuki is biting into his morning apple, enjoying the quiet of the dining area. 
He doesn’t know why nobody’s around, but he’s really happy with it. It’s a 
Friday, and he’s looking forward to the afternoon training. He tweaked with 
his costume last night, so he’s eager to try out the modifications. Deku’s been 
getting too cocky during fights, and Katsuki wants to solidify his position on 


top. Just for rightness’ sake. 
“Bro, hey, how’re you doing?” 


Katsuki looks up to find a hurried looking Kirishima get inside, and start packing 


himself something for breakfast. 
“I’m fine. What happened to you?” 


“It’s just, I've been doing some last-minute planning, and still I’m so behind, | 


hope | can catch the train downtown and get the last touches done.” 
“Last touches for what?” 


“Valentine’s day. Did you forget?” Kirishima looks up, eyes huge and worried. 
“You didn’t, did you?” 


Katsuki bites angrily into his apple, talking around it, “Why the fuck do | need 
to know that?” 


Kirishima awkwardly looks to the side, “Well, | thought you wanted to give 


something to—” 


Before he can finish the sentence, Katsuki stands from the table loudly. “You 


thought wrong. There’re overnight oats in the fridge.” 


Katsuki evacuates the room before Kirishima can continue babbling because 
any moment someone can enter, and then rumours would start. And Katsuki 


hates when the extras talk bullshit about him. 


And for the record, he didn’t forget the date. He knows it’s the 14°", how could 
he not know? Everyone's been whispering about it. Valentine’s day, gifts, secret 


dates, big gestures, love letters... the whole stuff. 


Kirishima’s doing this thing for Kaminari, and the others are planning things, 
but Katsuki... well, his present has been ready since January. And because the 
box arrived on the 12‘, he couldn’t do what he’d intended and give the gift 
to Todoroki. It would have been... too embarrassing. And Yaoyorozu and Deku 
threw this big party for him, anyway, and everyone gave gifts, and Katsuki just 


pushed some chocolates into Todoroki’s hand. 


Because he didn’t want to admit that he’d ordered something weeks before, 


but shipping has been delayed. It’s a Catbus plushie because Katsuki knows 


how much Todoroki loves that movie, and how enamoured he was by that 
silly cat. It was when he reluctantly joined the class’ movie night, and Ashido 


realised Todoroki hadn’t seen Totoro before. 


Katsuki has seen the movie countless times. Maybe that was the reason he 
kept on glancing at Todoroki, instead of the scene. Or his face lighting up was 
just that much interesting. When the girls went to their mother in the hospital, 
Katsuki saw how tense Todoroki’s face turned, but he couldn’t do anything 
about it. Not from the other couch when Todoroki was cuddled between 


Ashido and Yaoyorozu. 


So now he has the gift, and he knows a really good soba place because he’s 
done his research. He ate too much soba in the past month, to be honest, but 
he had to find the best place. 


Now all he needs to do is invite Todoroki. 


How hard can that be? 


Katsuki knows where to find Todoroki in the first period - so he heads to the 


vending machine that’s rumoured to be haunted on the third floor. 


Katsuki is pretty sure Ashido started the rumours, because she once got a 
Snickers instead of another chocolate bar, and she decided that it was the 
result of something supernatural. Katsuki thinks it’s a weird world where ghosts 


want you to get diabetes. But anyway. 


“Oi, half n’ half,” he greets the other boy, who’s standing in front of the vending 


machine. “Don’t keep up the line.” 


“Bakugou. Would you like anything?” Todoroki turns to him, and his blank face 
seems friendly. Ugh, he’s so irritatingly beautiful, Katsuki wants to lick him. Or 


kiss him. 
“Yeah. You to be out of my way.” And to come to have dinner with me. 


“lll just take another second,” says Todoroki, and turns back to the machine. 


“| haven't decided yet.” 
“How hard can it be to choose your strawberry milk?” 


Todoroki hums and shrugs. “Maybe I'll change up my routine. You like vanilla, 
right?” 


“Your observation skills are truly amazing,” replies Katsuki with an eye roll. 
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Todoroki doesn’t reply, just pushes the buttons, and then leans down to get the 


two boxes out. “Here you go,” he says and offers Katsuki one of the boxes. 


Katsuki accepts it but feels his ears start burning. Oh. Is it this easy? He should 


have offered to buy something for him, too! 
“Don’t look so scandalised, it’s not a gift.” 


“It’s not?” Katsuki frowns at him, and Todoroki pushes his straw and shakes his 
head. 


“No. It’s a challenge.” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“| bet | can drink it faster.” 

Katsuki growls as he stabs the straw inside. “You'll look so stupid when | win.” 
“| think you only have a big mouth for talking.” 

“Just put your mouth into the straw.” 


They glare at each other, then start drinking almost at the same time - and 
Katsuki wins. To prove it, he throws the empty box on the ground and flattens it 


under his heel. 
“Hah, told you so!” 


Todoroki finishes his drink, then his mouth curls a bit upwards. “Next time we 


should do it with the strawberry one. It tastes better.” 


“Like hell it does.” Then Katsuki considers it. “But fine. Next time I'll buy you 


strawberry, and we'll see if you can beat me with that.” 


“Yes, we'll see.” 


During lunch, Katsuki sits in front of Todoroki. Nobody comments on it, on his 
side, Yaoyorozu just nods at him in greeting, and the conversation doesn’t even 


stop. 


It’s not that special that they eat at the same table. Sometimes even with Deku. 
Ever since their joint internship, it’s been happening more and more often. 
Kirishima and Kaminari don’t join them, they must be sneaking around again. 
Ashido and Sero sit on his two sides and try to steal some of his food. He valiantly 


defends each morsel, but the idiots never give up. 


Todoroki looks between them, amused, and when Katsuki is distracted, he boldly 


reaches out and steals a piece of his pork. 


“Oi, thief!” snaps Katsuki, and glares at him hotly. If he knew he was also inter- 


ested... all Todoroki had to do was ask, dammit! 


Katsuki thinks it would be a good time to open his mouth and say, ‘If you like 
my food so much, why don’t you go out to grab dinner with me?’ But he is too 


stunned to form the words. Todoroki is munching on his pork happily. 
“Too spicy, it’s not worth the fight,” he says, eyes glinting in an obvious challenge. 
“You think your food is that much better, huh2” 


“I’m certain of that.” And with that, he pushes his plate closer, and Katsuki 
begrudgingly picks up a piece of his chicken. It’s not going to be his favourite, 
but it’s tender on the inside and crunchy on the outside, and he wants more of 
that. “So?” 


“It’s passable.” 
Todoroki smirks, “That’s high praise from you.” 


Katsuki scoffs and doesn’t reply. Instead, he glares at Ashido, to tell her off for 
starting this whole thing, but she’s smiling widely, eating her own food in a suspi- 


cious silence. 

“What's so funny?” 

“My lunch is hilarious today,” she says, her smile even wider. 
“You're so weird.” 

“You love me like that.” 


“Fuck off, | don’t.” He does, and it’s annoying how comfortable she is with that 


knowledge. 


During practice, Katsuki doesn’t hold back on his explosions. Instead of being 
intimidated by them, Deku praises them, so Katsuki snarls at him and pretends 
to try and bite off his nose. Deku just laughs at him and pushes his face away. 


Ugh, the nerve of that nerd! Katsuki doesn’t know what he’d do without him. 


Todoroki is a real menace now that he blends ice and fire together. Katsuki loves 
taking him on because it always leaves them breathless and on the floor. Unfor- 


tunately, he usually metres away from each other, but Katsuki takes what he can 
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get. 


In the end, he pushes his aching body off the ground and walks to help Todoroki 


out of the cocoon of ice he made around himself to soften his fall. 


“Oi, you alive?” he asks, as Todoroki emerges, all singed and pink from the 


exertion. More beautiful than the moon on a mild summer night. 


“Barely,” comes the amused reply, and his mouth does that weird thing, which 


means he’s really happy. “You almost killed me.” 

“There’s an emphasis on almost,” says Katsuki. 

“You like to have me alive.” 

Katsuki clears his throat. Then let’s celebrate this with dinner. My treat. 
“| never said that.” 


“It was implied.” Todoroki is almost smiling right now, and Katsuki can’t bear it. 
It makes his heart fill up to the brim with soft feelings, and he can’t squish them 
down. 


He turns away and starts walking back towards the building, “No, it wasn’t.” 


“Oh. You have to be clearer with me, you know. I’m really, really slow on the 
uptake.” 


“You definitely are.” 


After Katsuki comes off the showers, Todoroki isn’t there. He changes into his 


clothes with the dark thought that he’s blown his chances souring his mood. 


He slams his locker closed, making Sero jump next to him. “Wow, dude, did that 
locker hurt you?” 


“Fuck off.” 


Before he can turn away, a tape falls over his shoulder, and Sero yanks him back. 


“What's gotten into you? It’s Valentine’s day. Even you should be happy today!” 


Katsuki clicks his tongue and opens his mouth to say something rude, but Sero 


slaps a tape over his face. 
“| know you haven’t been refused, so what’s going on?” 


Katsuki goes still and blinks at Sero in alarm. What does this idiot know? 


“Don’t tell me,” blurts out Sero, then starts laughing. “You haven’t even asked 


him out?” 


That’s the last straw - Katsuki blows the tape off of him and tears it off his face. 


“You're talking nonsense, Soy Face.” 


“Am |?” Sero looks suspiciously unfazed. “You know, if | were half as brave as you, 
I'd just go to his room, and tell him fair and square. ‘Go out with me’.” Katsuki 
stops and stares at his friend. “And if | were as brave as you, I'd jump his bones 
right then—” 


“Ugh, shut up!” Katsuki doesn’t want to think about jumping Todoroki’s bones. 


The thought usually leaves him distracted for hours, and he needs to focus now. 
He grabs his bag, then glares at Sero. “Thanks for the advice,” he says lowly. 
“Anytime. That’s what friends are for!” 


Katsuki makes a rude sound and turns away from Sero. 


He goes back to his room and tries to clear his head. He changes into comfortable 
clothes, then changes four more times. He tries practicing in front of the mirror, 


but that leaves him feeling so stupid, he gives up on it. 


Then he checks his phone, and when there are no texts from anyone, but the 
clock informs him that he’s been stewing in his room for more than two hours, 
Katsuki decides that enough is enough. He puts on a black shirt, sweatpants, 
and grabs the stupid Catbus plushie. Then he marches up on the fourth floor - 
he passes Sero on the corridor, who gives him the thumbs up, so he flips him off. 
Meddling idiot. 


And then, finally, he’s in front of Todoroki’s door. A battlefield he isn’t ready for, 
but he must try. 


And he knocks. 


For a split second, he wishes that Todoroki isn’t inside. Maybe he’s already out 


— maybe Deku invited him out or Yaoyorozu or— 


“Bakugou, hi.” Todoroki opens his door, looking alien in his soft home-clothes. 


Katsuki hasn’t seen that fluffy looking sweater on him before. “Come in.” 


Katsuki does, and doesn’t waste time looking around - he simply reaches out to 


the plushie. 
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“Here. This is for you.” 


Todoroki looks down at the cat, then gingerly takes it from Katsuki. “Oh, it’s so 


soft,” he says, petting the cat’s head immediately. “Thanks.” 


“| was wondering—” When Katsuki sees the laptop set up on the dresser, with 
pillows and blankets thrown in front of it, he realises he had made a terrible 
mistake. Todoroki’s expecting company, and he’s just barged in with the stupid 
gift and. 


“Wanna watch a movie?” 
“Huh?” 


“Wanna watch a movie with me?” repeats Todoroki, hugging the cat close to 


himself. “I’ve already set up everything.” 

Katsuki hesitates. “Are you sure you want me here?” 
“Yes,” nods Todoroki. “This is all for you.” 

“For me?” 

“Yes. For Valentine’s day?” 

Katsuki’s heart skips a beat. 

Oh. 

Oh. 


“What kind of movie do you have?” he asks, just to distract himself from the 


implications. 


“| have that new movie about All Might’s life in America. | haven’t seen it yet, | 


wanted to wait until. Until | can watch it with you.” 


Katsuki clears his throat and nods. “That’s. Ugh. Nice.” He gingerly steps out of 


his slippers, then climbs into the elaborate nest of pillows. “You coming?” 
Todoroki follows him, and Katsuki lifts a blanket for him to slip under. 


The movie starts, and they’re sitting next to each other, but still. Something isn’t 
right. There is too much space between them, and Katsuki feels awkward, and 
he doesn’t know how to stop. He just wants to break this uncomfortable feeling 


into pieces. 


“Do you like the cat?” 


Todoroki still has it over his lap. “| do.” Then he turns more towards Katsuki. “You 


remembered. It’s... thank you.” 


Katsuki gulps and nods. “Anytime, Icy Hot.” He doesn’t want to turn back to the 
screen, not when Todoroki is this close. He’s leaning in, or maybe Katsuki does, 
but it’s hard not to when they’re under the same blanket, and Todoroki smells 


so good. 


When they kiss, it’s the best feeling ever that courses through Katsuki. It’s better 
than creating the hottest and biggest explosions and fills him with even more 
warmth. He reaches out, because he wants to feel more of it, and hugs Todoroki’s 
shoulders, pulling him closer. And he comes, without hesitation, kissing him ever 
so sweetly. And then he opens his mouth against Katsuki’s, licks his lower lip ever 
so gently, and Katsuki opens up for him. They deepen the kiss as the world stops 


existing for them, and the movie drones on and on in the background. 


They care about nothing, just each other as Katsuki’s hands map out Todoroki’s 
back under the soft sweater, and Todoroki’s fingers card through his hair. It’s too 
good to be true, and when they finally pull apart for air, Todoroki is smiling, truly 


smiling at him. 
Katsuki knows he has the same goofy expression on his. “Wow.” 


Todoroki giggles and he leans his head down to hide his face in the crook of 
Katsuki’s neck. “I’m so glad you came; | was just about to go and invite you. Saved 


me the trip.” 


Katsuki wonders for a moment if Sero knew about this. If the whole day was just 
a preface for this - buying him the milk, eating from his food, but he doesn’t 
want to think too hard about anything. Not when Todoroki’s right next to him, 


and he still hasn’t pulled out of his embrace. 

“| was about to invite you to dinner.” 

“Dinner?” Todoroki seems excited, but also really comfortable with his spot. 
“How about brunch instead? Would you like to go with me?” 

“Yes,” whispers Todoroki, then kisses the tip of his nose. “I’d love to go with you.” 
“Then brunch it is.” 


After that, they curl up around each other as they continue watching the movie. 
Todoroki’s half over his lap, legs tangled together, as they cuddle under the 
blanket. 


“| hope you’re not cold,” says Todoroki. “Because | can warm you up.” 
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In response, Todoroki blows hot air into the crook of his neck, and Katsuki feels 


his whole body shiver from it. “Oh.” 

“Just tell me then.” 

“I-I will.” 

“| also got you some chocolate. Something special.” 


Katsuki hums but makes no move of letting Todoroki get out of his arms. And 


Todoroki doesn’t move either. 


“Happy Valentine’s day,” murmurs Katsuki, and kisses the top of Todoroki’s head, 


where the white and red strands meet. 


Todoroki cuddles even closer, just a hair-width away from starting to purr. 


“Happy Valentine’s day.” 
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just like 
any 
other day 


by pyrrhicwildfire 
@pyrrhicwildfire 


“Should we plan anything on the 14'2” 


Katsuki gives him a look as he wipes at his hands, drying them off after having 
washed them from cooking. It’s a look that he’s familiar with, one that says 
“what the hell are you going on about now?” that Shouto is personally famil- 
iar with enough for Katsuki to not need any words in expressing that same 
thought. 


Th Ue 


“Valentine’s,” Shouto clarifies, turning away for a moment to get their plates. 


“| know we've never really done anything for it, but...” 
“You heard something from other people?” 


Shouto bows his head with a smile, pleased that Katsuki could read him so 
easily. There was something just so...nice, about it, knowing that there was 
someone in his life who liked making the effort to understand him. “Mm,” he 
hums his agreement, shutting their kitchen drawers back before turning to 
their dining table to set the plates down. “I know I’m not one to read social 


cues easily—” 


“Not your fault,” Katsuki grumbles, something ticked off to his furrowed 


brows and downturned lips, “Blame your shitfuck of a father.” 


“Eloquent,” Shouto drawls, all while setting their utensils to the side of their 


plates. Katsuki rolls his eyes at him and he chuckles. “But you have a point.” 
“| always do.” 


“Anyway,” Shouto says, taking a seat as Katsuki does across from him. “I was 
wondering if it’s something we should’ve been thinking about..? Being boy- 
friends, and all. I’m not really sure if it’s something you’d want for me to plan 
for ahead of time, or if it’s something that should be a surprise, but | thought 


it would be better to ask than planning anything without you knowing.” 


Katsuki gives a pleased nod as he scoops them both a serving of rice and 
curry for each of their plates. “Good that you asked, because | hate surpris- 


es. Never plan surprises for me.” 


Shouto raises an eyebrow. “Even for your birthday? You didn’t seem all that 


angry the last time Kirishima and Midoriya planned it for you.” 


“That was one exception,” Katsuki insists, squinting at him as though to drill 
his point into his head. “Kirishima knew to keep it small, which made it more 
decent than most other attempts. On any other day, | wouldn't like that shit. | 
don’t appreciate being caught off guard.” 


“You don’t like being caught off guard and unable to adequately repay what’s 
been given to you,” Shouto points out, before feeding himself a mouthful 
of curry and rice. Katsuki is silent at his words, and so he adds, “But some 


things aren’t meant to be repaid, Katsuki. Sometimes people just want to give 


you things, make you happy. If everyone lived according to your beliefs of 
repaying everything you're owed, I'd be miserable because | can’t give you as 


much as you give me.” 


“That’s not fucking true!” Katsuki argues, “Don’t pull that shit on me, Shouto, 


we both know you have to deal with more of my bullshit than | do yours.” 


“| don’t deal with anything, | just love you,” Shouto says simply, hiding a smile 
behind a mouthful of food when Katsuki flushes a cute pink at his honesty. 
After he swallows, he says, “Love isn’t something that can’t be accurately re- 
paid, even if you try your hardest. | can’t repay you for your efforts with me, 
and you can’t repay me for being in love with you. It’s not always a matter of 
equivalent exchange, because people don’t value similar things in the same 
way.” 

“| miss it when you were more of a dumbass,” Katsuki mumbles, nose wrin- 
kled in annoyance as he glares down at his food. “Now you keep pulling this 


emotional fuckery on me, all the time. Can’t even argue with you.” 


“| don’t think you want to.” Shouto smiles, not bothering to hide it anymore 
as Katsuki glares at him. “I think you love me too much to actually find me 


annoying now. You’re becoming soft, Katsuki.” 
“Lies.” 


Shouto laughs. He notices the way Katsuki tries to stifle a smile in the middle 


of feeding himself, though Shouto doesn’t bother to tease him for it. 


He’s so damn cute, and it aches that Shouto can’t always say it. He can say 
it on the days when his heart feels like it’s fit to burst, when he can’t hold it 
in anymore, but he knows that saying it too much just makes Katsuki un- 
comfortable too. Katsuki tolerates it, takes it because he doesn’t know how 
else to deal with it; Snouto has learned better than to be too much about it, 
because he understands what kind of praise settles more easily for him. He 
can respect Katsuki’s discomfort with the flowery compliments, even if he'll 


occasionally tease him for it still. 


iff 


“So, about Valentine’s,” he tries again, meeting Katsuki’s gaze. “Did you want 


to do something?” 


He watches Katsuki chew through his food, before he answers with, “Do | 
look like the type to go along with the crowd just because they have their 
conventions? Valentine’s Day is just a capitalist ploy to get you to buy shit to 


look sweet for someone. It’s not like | need that to show you that | love you.” 


Shouto struggles to hold back a smile at the easy way Katsuki can say that he 
loves him, even when their earlier years had been a little more awkward, with 
his mouth still awkward and unused to even saying “/ like you too”. He says, “I 


figured. But if you wanted me to do something for you, you'd tell me, won’t 
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you? As you know, I’m not the best on picking up on hints for these things...” 


“There’s nothing for you to need to pick up on,” Katsuki says simply, “because | 
don’t want you to do anything for me on stupid Valentine’s. If you buy me over- 


priced chocolate | may actually kick your ass.” 


Perhaps it’s ungraceful to snort while eating at their dining table, but it’s not 


like Katsuki will judge him for it. 


“Noted, Katsuki.” 


On the 14‘ of February on a Friday, the streets are littered with heart-shaped 
decorations, people selling chocolates shaped like hearts or flowers, and flow- 


er vendors roaming with their flower carts. 


There are still villains, of course. In fact, perhaps there are villains exactly 
because it’s the 14", given how bitter they seem in their little spiels on it being 
a great day to terrorize the “fools drunk on love”. It wouldn’t be farfetched to 
assume, Shouto thinks, to deem them as heartbroken people who resorted 

to the most drastic measures in taking their anger out to the world. They’re 
easy to take care of, given how badly they’ve planned themselves around the 
occasion, and the heroes they just happened to face off against. Ground Zero 
is formidable as is, terrifying some novice villains with just a look and a laugh; 
putting Shouto into the mix, ensuring that they’ve got both fire and ice on their 
side, is overkill. Shouto knows this, because they barely have to try to take 


these minor villains down to get them to the police. 
This doesn’t mean they’re any less tired from work after. 


The day is a little less harsh on their bones, a bit rougher on their minds as 
they have to deal with more talk from the civilians and the police who take 
the villains in. The paperwork isn’t fun either, even more so Katsuki’s side, and 
it doesn’t take much for them to be convinced by their own coworkers to go 


home early, take a break. 


“It’s Valentine’s Day,” a particularly confident coworker of theirs says, one who 
admires Katsuki more than anyone else, “and everyone knows you’re together. 


It’d be remiss of us to keep you from each other, Bakugou-san, Todoroki-san.” 


Katsuki only huffs, ruffling their hair with a rough hand given Katsuki’s advan- 
tage in height. “Fuck Valentine’s day,” he says, taking his hand back to rub at his 


nose. “We’re gonna eat and then go the fuck to sleep.” 


“So unromantic!” Ashido complains, having come to visit their agency for a 


little while. “Be nicer to your boyfriend, Bakugou! It’s Valentine’s!” 


“How about you mind your own business, raccoon eyes?!” 93 


Shouto reaches out, lacing his fingers with Katsuki’s, who looks to him with a 
raised eyebrow. Shouto doesn’t bother to say anything with words; he just gives 
a little tug at their clasped hands, and gives Katsuki his well-practiced puppy 


eyes. 


It works, going by the way Katsuki heaves out a breath. He says, loud enough 
for everyone in the room to hear, “We’re going home, you ungrateful assholes. 


Make sure not to set anything on fire while we’re gone.” 
“No promises!” 


“Kick Pinky out if you have to,” Katsuki deadpans, not bothering to look back as 


he tugs Shouto along with him. 


It’s a long walk back to their shared apartment after that, both their faces 
hidden under pitta masks, with Katsuki’s hair hidden under a cap, and Shouto’s 
hidden under the hood of his jacket. They get the occasional look, a pass- 

ing glance, people who seem to think they’re familiar and people who know 
they’re familiar but respect them enough to give them their space. There are a 
couple teenagers who goggle at their interlaced fingers, perhaps surprised that 
the well-known Ground Zero and Shouto are together, thinking that it was more 


a publicity stunt than a real thing when they’d said they were together. 


Shouto doesn’t see how it can be a publicity stunt, given that they are both, on 


their own, well-known as they already are. 


“Go wash up first,” Katsuki tells him when they reach home, feet silent as he 
leaves the genkan to, likely, prepare the ingredients for tonight’s dinner. “I'll go 
after.” 


“Not together?” 


“We waste more water when we shower together and you know it,” Katsuki 
says without turning back, knowing Shouto knows what he means (which he 


does). 
He smiles. “That’s fair.” 


He goes ahead, not taking too long given that he doesn’t want to fall asleep in 
the shower. He’s already dressed and quirked his hair dry when Katsuki finishes 
his own round, the both of them being quick enough to be clean while con- 
serving water. Shouto’s so close to falling asleep on their small couch from the 
day’s work catching up to him when Katsuki comes out, dressed in sleepwear; 
he’d have went on into full sleep if not for Katsuki snapping him out of it with 


the threat of no dinner if he doesn’t help out. 


“You cook better without me,” he sighs, grouchiness seeping into his tone as J 
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he leans against Katsuki by the kitchen counter. Katsuki, in turn, just offers him 


a large pot full of water, and— 


Soba noodles? 


“What was that again?” Katsuki asks, smile more heard than seen as Shouto 


begins to boil the water with the noodles inside the pot with no complaint. 
“| love you,” he says in lieu of an actual answer. 
Katsuki laughs. 


It doesn’t take long for Katsuki to finish making the dipping sauce while he 
finishes up with the noodles, having put them in ice water with the help of 

his quirk. It’s all familiar at this point, the way they move around each other, 
that Shouto doesn’t have to think too much as he moves to allow Katsuki the 
space to prepare two plates with bamboo sieves for him to serve the noodles 
on. Katsuki gets to chopping green onions once he’s done with that, only the 
sounds of his chopping and the crackle of Shouto’s quirk breaking through their 


comfortable silence. 


Shouto wonders if younger him, far back into the past, would ever be able 

to foresee this kind of future for himself. Becoming a hero that his mother is 
proud of, having a multitude of good friends, and a partner at his side not just 
on the field, but at home as well. What would his younger self say, knowing 
where he is now, living with this man he loves? Knowing that he is loved as well, 
not for his quirk, or because of who his family is, but because of who he’s cho- 
sen to become? Would his younger self be able to even imagine someone like 
Katsuki in his life, so ferocious, honest and loyal, loving him with no shortage of 


passion? 
He’s so, so lucky. 


He thinks it as he helps serve the dishes for them both, thinks it once they’re 
done eating, thinks it even as Katsuki nudges him along with a foot to his leg as 


he walks to the couch with a blanket in hand. 


He thinks it as he watches Katsuki watching the film he’d set up, foregoing 
watching the violence on screen entirely in favor of not missing the way Katsuki 
laughs at it. Katsuki notices him watching going by the amused smirk he turns 


Shouto’s way, to which Shouto says, 
“| was just thinking of how lucky | am to have you.” 


Katsuki blinks at him, before moving to hide his face in his shoulder with a 


groan. 


Wow. 


So he can get cuter than he already is. 95 


“You're so cute,” he blurts out, biting his lip when Katsuki only groans louder in 


response. “| mean it.” 


“| know you do,” Katsuki grumbles, peeking up at him and efficiently making 
Shouto’s heart ache with fondness. “You ridiculous sap. I’m...lucky to have you 


too. Obviously. And your eyes are shit.” 


Shouto laughs, leaning forward to press a kiss to Katsuki’s brow, not minding 


the embarrassment in Katsuki’s tone at his sudden praise. 


“Are they, really?” 
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“That’s how we spent our Valentine’s,” Shouto says, finishing his recall of last 
night’s events with Midoriya, lida, and Uraraka, all of whom are looking a cross 


of awed, surprised, and...emotional? 
Strange. 


“Todoroki-kun,” Midoriya says, sniffling (2!) into his handkerchief as he looks at 


him. “That’s so wholesome. I'm so glad you and Kacchan are happy together!” 


“Thank you,” he says, not quite knowing what else to say to that. “Wholesome, 
though?” 


“It’s so cute!” Uraraka answers, something vehement to her tone as she stares 
wide-eyed at him. “The two of you are so cute, Todoroki-kun! We would never 
have expected it of Bakugou-kun— not to say that we don’t think he can be 


that sweet, but-!” 


“We didn’t do anything special,” he says. “| understand there are...conventions, 
to occasions like Valentine’s day, but | think | like it best that we didn’t do any- 
thing different.” 


lida looks flustered in the middle of a teary-eyed Midoriya and Uraraka, which 
Shouto completely understands. “Ah,” lida tries, smile sheepish, “so | suppose 
that’s how a usual day goes for you? I’m sorry, | don’t quite understand why 


they’re reacting like this as well...” 


Shouto nods, sharing an amused smile with lida. “It’s the same as any other day. 
| think they’re special as is by virtue of being able to share those hours with 
him. It’s not often we get to be off-shift together, even if we work in the same 


agency.” 


Uraraka blinks teary eyes at him. “...that’s so sweet.” 
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“What’s sweet?” 


Shouto turns to find Katsuki with his body bag strapped to his chest, likely 
holding the elbow braces he bought from his and Uraraka’s costume designer. 
He’d come along to join Shouto on his meet-up with his friends (who are his as 
well, even if he dislikes admitting it) because they'd be passing their designer’s 
office anyway; Shouto’s sure he wouldn’t have joined otherwise, citing reasons 
like “you have your group, | have mine, and we'd do better to spend some time 


apart or we'll get tired of each other’s faces quickly.” 


Shouto disagrees, because he hasn’t gotten tired of Katsuki’s face yet. Waking 


up to him, falling asleep with him, seeing him angry, sleepy, and happy... 


He hasn’t gotten tired of it, not once. He also knows Katsuki feels the same, 
given that he’s usually frank when he’s annoyed with something, even if it’s 
Shouto. He'll call Shouto annoying on occasion for restricting his movements in 
sleep by cuddling him, but for seeing him so often? He has yet to complain, and 


Shouto likes to believe that won’t happen in a long while, if ever. 


Katsuki stares in bewilderment at a teary-eyed Midoriya and Uraraka, then asks, 
“The hell happened with you both?” 


“Youre both so cute,” Uraraka wails, clutching hands with Midoriya, who wails 
on an equal level. lida looks alarmed behind them, eyes wide in seeming panic, 


while Katsuki looks on with undisguised distaste. 


“Never mind, forget | asked,” Katsuki snaps, nose wrinkled in obvious disgust as 


he nudges Shouto in the elbow. “Fuckin’ weirdos.” 


Shouto smiles and reaches out, finding a part of him still pleased that Katsu- 
ki allows him to tangle their fingers together in public, even when it’s nothing 


new. 


He’s happy. 
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Bakugou Katsuki was out for revenge. 


The target? His rival and year-long boyfriend, Todoroki Shouto. 


February 15th, 2019 
D-364 until Valentine’s Day 


Bakugou Katsuki was many things - talented, smart, abrasive, the list goes on 


- but unprepared had never been one of them. 
That was, until yesterday. 


Yesterday, when his month-long boyfriend - shit that felt so embarrassing to 
say - Todoroki Shouto had taken them on the most stupidly romantic date 


Katsuki could have ever imagined. A Valentine’s date. 


As Katsuki lies alone in his room at 1 AM, he’s thankful for the darkness that 
shadows the grin blooming on his face. Memories of the previous day run 
through his mind, each one making his heart warmer and warmer and his 


stupid smile wider and wider. 


February 14th, 2019 
Valentine’s Day 


The evening of the 14th, Katsuki was greeted at his dorm door with a bouquet 


of roses and the sight of Shouto fully dressed in a royal blue tuxedo. 


“Happy Valentine’s Day, Bakugou. These are for you.” He'd said with a small 
smile, completely unaware of the mental overload he just caused Katsuki. 
The blonde gapes blankly at the roses, then at Todoroki’s tux, then back at 


the roses again. 


“What- Why are you- Huh? What the fuck?” had been Katsuki’s far less 
eloquent reply. They had plans to go out for a date today, but why- 


“Today is Valentine’s Day.” Shouto answers, with all the helpfulness of a baby 
fish. 


So, this is a Valentine’s gift...2 “But, we’re not-” He cuts himself short. Not 


what? 


Not dating? But they were, even if it had only been a month. 


Not a couple? ...But they were. 101 


Katsuki bites his lip in frustration as he looks at the bouquet. The roses were 
an assortment of red and white, but arranged so that all the white ones were 


on the right and red ones on the left. 
To match his hair. 
Fuck, it was all so cheesy and romantic and- 


“We're not into mushy shit like that...” He grumbles, hating how a flush 
creeps onto his neck at the thought of him and Todoroki doing what other 
couples do. They were both too emotionally repressed for that. It took them 
an entire year of pining and two separate near-death scenarios to finally 
confess and get together in the first place. And even after they started 


dating, the most they’d done up to this point was hug a few times. 
So to go from that to this, a romantic gesture straight out of a romcom... 


“Oh. Do you not like it?” Shouto’s voice is smaller, sadder this time as he 


looks down at the bouquet. 
‘The magazine said roses were the perfect gift for Valentine’s Day, though...” 


Katsuki feels his heart sink at the dejected expression on the boy’s face. 
“Wait, fuck-” Before he knows it, he’s snatching the flowers from Shouto’s 
hands and bringing them to his chest. Up close, he can smell how the aroma 


of the roses carries the same mint scent Shouto always did. 


“| never said | didn’t like them!” He barks, face heating up as Shouto beams 


back with a soft smile. Handsome jerk. 
“That's a relief.” 


They stand there in silence for a moment like the flustered fools they are 
before Katsuki eventually speaks up. “... Are you wearing that thing on our 
date?” 


Shouto blinks, glancing down at his neatly pressed tuxedo. “Yes. Is there 


something wrong?” 
“It’s just dinner.” 


You're too dressed up, Katsuki wants to continue, but he spots how Shouto’s 
lips purse into a tiny pout and cuts himself off. Fuck. He hates how he 


doesn’t want to make Shouto sad, not now or ever. 


Sighing, Katsuki flicks his boyfriend on the nose and lets out a sharp laugh at 
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the startled, almost offended look on his face. “Stop moping, idiot. I'll change 
into a suit too.” As he walks back into his room, he gives Shouto a teasing smirk 


over his shoulder. “Then we’ll look stupid together.” 


As Katsuki changes into the black tux his father gifted him for his birthday, he 


doesn’t notice how Shouto’s face flushes bright red behind him. 
‘Bakugou...’ Shouto murmurs, a small flame catching in his hair. 


‘Your smile is so beautiful.’ 


Apparently, Shouto’s idea of a Valentine’s date involved three steps: dinner, 


entertainment, and a romantic walk. 


Their first destination is a restaurant called the Empire Steak House in 
Roppongi. They take a taxi there because Katsuki would rather die than go 

on public transportation in a tuxedo. Besides, Shouto offers to use one of 
Endeavor’s many credit cards to pay and Katsuki still finds it hilarious whenever 


he does. 


“So what the hell do you have planned for our date? Usually I’m the one who 


has to plan everything.” 


“| know. But | wanted to do something for you this time.” Katsuki wants to 
punch his own heart for skipping a beat. “After dinner, | got us some tickets to 


see a concert. And after, we can take a nice walk around Roppongi Hills.” 
“So cheesy...” He lets out a fond sigh. But if it’s with you, it might not be so bad. 


When Katsuki asks him where he got these ideas from, Shouto proudly cites 
Seventeen magazine and the first article he found on the Internet when he 


searched ‘valentines date ideas’. 


“You... got this from some lame magazine?” He sighs at the confused look on 
Shouto’s face. No wonder. The roses, the tuxedo, the three-step date... It made 
sense that all this came from the Internet and a womens’ magazine rather than 


his boyfriend’s own socially inept mind. 
“Do you not like i-” 


Katsuki flicks his nose again. “I like it, okay? At least you didn’t sign us up for 
a dance class or something.” He snickers at the image of Shouto awkwardly 


trying to tango. 


“Ah. I’m glad, then.” 


While Katsuki isn’t looking, Shouto presses a hand to his chest and breathes a 103 


sigh of relief. ‘That was close. I’m glad | chose the concert instead...’ 


The rest of the drive is spent in comfortable silence, and they arrive at the 
restaurant with time to spare. While it looked modest on the outside, the 
interior was beautifully lit by a golden chandelier and smelled pleasantly of 


steak and champagne. Even in their tuxedos, both felt a little underdressed. 


A staff member directed them to their table with a cordial smile. It was 
applaudable, considering how ridiculous it was for two high schoolers to be 
on a date at such an expensive restaurant. All of the other patrons were adult 


couples in their forties and an elderly pair. 


Shouto orders the soup of the day while Katsuki opts for a salad, and they 
decide to share an Emperor’s Steak between them after much deliberation. As 
they wait for their food, the two chat about their hero course, recent events, 


and a plethora of other random topics. 


The pleasant ambience of the restaurant coupled with the way Shouto gently 
looks at him from across the table makes Katsuki feel more relaxed and 
content than he has in a long time. Without knowing it, his own lips curl up into 
a soft smile as he listens to his boyfriend talk about what kind of tempura pairs 


best with soba. 


By the time the food arrives, Shouto is still comparing pumpkin and lotus root 
before Katsuki kicks his leg under the table to get him to shut up. “Just order 


both next time, idiot. Now stop talking and eat.” 


“Okay.” He nods obediently. They then spend the rest of the meal in a pleasant 
silence, appreciating the serene atmosphere of the restaurant, the tastiness of 


the food, and the comfort of each other’s company. 


When they finish eating and wait for the check, Katsuki breaks the silence first. 


“That wasn’t too bad. Looks like you can do something right after all.” 


“I’m glad.” Shouto takes his teasing in stride and smiles. “You have really good 


table manners, Bakugou. I’m a bit surprised.” 


The blonde snarls, stepping on Shouto’s feet under the table. “What the fuck is 


that supposed to mean, half and half?!” 


Shouto’s eyes soften as he looks directly at him. Katsuki hates how his heart 


flutters at the sight and all his anger dissipates. 


“Well, | was nervous you would find this place too fancy. | went to a lot of 
dinner galas with my father as a child... | always found them too stifling. | didn’t 


want you to feel the same way on our date.” 
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Oh. 


“,..I'm used to it.” Katsuki’s voice is quiet, almost gentle, when he finally 
answers. “My parents work in the fashion business, so they were always taking 
me to stupid dinner parties with their clients. Learned to put up with it after a 
while.” 


Shouto’s eyes widen. “Oh, really? | see...” 
“What?” 


“It’s just... | didn’t know that about you. And when | think about it, there’s a lot 


of things about you | don’t know.” 
Katsuki shrugs. “| don’t go around talking about my personal life. It’s whatever.” 


“No, but-” Shouto looks at him with a pained gaze, and the heartache in his 
eyes makes Katsuki’s own heart sink through his stomach. Without knowing 
it, he reaches for Shouto and clasps the other’s hand in his own. The contact 
makes him want to recoil in embarrassment, but the cool feeling of Shouto’s 


palm against his makes it hard to let go. 
So he doesn’t. 


The gesture is silent, but it’s enough for Shouto’s heart to soar out of his chest. 


He continues, voice steadier and eyes more determined. 


“| want to know more about you, Bakugou. | want to know what makes you 
happy, what makes you upset or angry. | want to know everything about you...” 


He tightens his grip on Katsuki’s hand and smiles. “If you'll have me.” 


Katsuki chokes back a sob. Shouto’s gentle face starts to blur from the tears 
threatening to spill from his eyes. Fuck, he was not going to cry here, dammit. 
Fuck. What did he ever do to deserve someone like Shouto in his life? To have 


someone like Shouto care about him? 


As he blinks away his tears and looks into those sincere gray and blue eyes, 


Katsuki knows he’s too far gone. 
| love you. 


“Obviously, idiot!” He pinches Shouto’s palm and laughs at the affronted look 
on his face. “But you have to tell me what makes you happy and sad and all 
that shit in return. Got it?” 


As he looks at Katsuki’s teasing grin and into those bright red eyes, Shouto 


realizes he’s too far gone. 


‘I love you.’ 
With a fond smile, Shouto nods. “Got it.” 


When the check arrives, Shouto readily charges 44,000 yen on Endeavor’s 
card, much to Katsuki’s amusement. They leave the restaurant and it’s only 
halfway through their walk to the concert that Shouto works up the courage 
to grab Katsuki’s hand again. The blonde glares at him with a mix of anger and 


adoration. 
“We're in public! You’re so embarrassing!” He hisses. 
Shouto blinks in return. “Sorry.” 


Still, neither of them let go. 


When Shouto had said he got them tickets to a concert, Katsuki was not 
expecting it to be a rock concert. Based off the last restaurant, he had 
expected Shouto to take them to some kind of symphony orchestra or opera. 
Instead, they both stand in a crowd of hyped teenagers and young adults as 


they wait for the opening act. Still in their tuxedos. 


Katsuki doesn’t know whether to laugh at Shouto’s oversight or choke him for 
it. 


To his credit, Shouto does quickly notice how much they stand out. He 
immediately looks at Katsuki with those lost puppy eyes again. “Ah, sorry... | 


forgot-” 


“Shut up.” The blonde resists the urge to flick him in the nose again as he 


smirks. “I can just take off the jacket. Stop worrying about everything, idiot.” 


As if on cue, the lights dim and a presenter loud enough to give Present Mic 
a run for his money takes the stage. “Are you ready to party people?!” The 
audience cheers enthusiastically in response, and Shouto is soon forced to 


face the stage by his exasperated boyfriend. 


Shouto is about to protest again because he definitely did not want Katsuki to 
catch a cold or get heat stroke because he forgot that people don’t wear suits 


to rock concerts- 


But then, he feels a familiar warmth against his palm. The words catch in his 
throat as Shouto stares at Katsuki’s flushed face, then down at their linked 


hands, then back at Katsuki’s flushed face. “I told you to stop worrying, okay?” 


‘Ah.’ 
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“,..Okay.” 


The rest of the concert flashes by in a blur. Once the main act started, the 
power of the music sends adrenaline through their veins. By the end, even 
Shouto is cheering for an encore. Katsuki looks at him, secretly, and breaks 
into a smile at the sight of Shouto’s carefree grin. God, he wants to see that 


smile every day for the rest of his life. 


When they walk out of the venue, hands still clasped together, both are dazed 
from the high of the concert. It takes a few minutes of walking aimlessly for 


them to finally recover. 

“That concert was fucking awesome.” 

Shouto nods. “Yes, their music was quite fun to listen to.” 

“Quite fun my ass. What are you, an eighty year old grandma? Just call it dope.” 


“It was... dope...” Shouto says, with all the youthfulness of an eighty year old 
grandma. 


Katsuki lets out a bark of laughter. “Fuck, nevermind. Where to next?” 


“Oh. Um...” After a few minutes of Shouto fumbling with the notecard in his 
pocket and the directions on his phone, they take another taxi to their last 


destination: Meguro River. 


It takes a while to get there because of traffic, but any doubts they had were 


wiped the second they stepped out into the street. 


It was mid-February, late into winter. Though the cherry blossoms weren’t yet 
in bloom, the pink illuminations lining the trees gave the gentle illusion of a 


spring night. 
“Woah, the lights are very pretty here.” 
“Yeah...” Even Katsuki can’t help but admit how nice it was. 


“Hmn.” Shouto pauses for a moment, looking up at the sky, before staring at 
his boyfriend with a subtle smile. Irritated, Katsuki snatches his hand and bites 


it with medium force. “Ow- Bakugou...!” 


“The hell are you smiling about?!” 
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... He gives an exasperated but fond smile. “I just think the moon is beautiful 
tonight.” 


Katsuki feels his face heat up. There was no way. No way that this clueless idiot 
would know- 


Suddenly, Shouto laces their fingers together and leads a dazed Katsuki over 
to the river. The moonlight and illuminations ripple through the water, casting 
a night sky in its reflection. It’s quiet, save for the rustle of the wind along the 


trees. 


“The moon is beautiful, isn’t it?” Shouto whispers again, so faint that Katsuki 


barely hears it. 
‘| like you.’ 


“,..Yeah. | could die happy.” He whispers back, and Shouto’s smile is so tender 
that it hurts. 


| like you too. 


As they walk along the river, steadied by the feeling of each other’s hand and 
enamored by the dancing lights around them, Katsuki remembers just how 


lucky he was to have this person beside him. To have Shouto beside him. 


The glow of the illuminations, coupled with the full moonlight, casts a soft 
halo on Shouto’s beautiful face. At that moment, he looked so ethereal, so 


untouchable, that Katsuki wonders if he might disappear. 


Katsuki’s grip tightens, and he walks just a bit closer. 


On the way back from the river, they pass by some quaint shops that sold 
a variety of knick knacks and goods. The two walk into a random shop and 
browse, ignoring the odd stares directed at them. Even in these tuxedos, most 
people still recognized them as the top two of UA’s first years. They’ve learned 


to ignore the attention by now. 


Katsuki is in the middle of picking out a new multi-tool for his hiking trips when 
he feels a tap on his shoulder. Turning around, he is met with the sight of his 


boyfriend holding up a tacky, red and white polka dot vase with sparkling eyes. 
“Bakugou, it looks like me...” 
He wants to combust. Why was his boyfriend so fucking cute- 


They leave the store with some ceramic figures, a foot massager, two multi- 
tools, and a very ugly, polka dotted, Todoroki Shouto-esque vase. Their hands 
come together again, more naturally but with no less embarrassment, and 


Katsuki hates how Shouto’s small smile makes his lips curl up too. 
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At least | have somewhere to put the damn roses now. 


It’s half past midnight when the two finally get back to the dorms. The common 
room is empty; the rest of the students are already sleeping in bed or in their 


rooms by this hour. 


As they walk into the elevator, neither comment on how their hands are still 
interlaced. Still, the red rising on Katsuki’s cheeks matches the red staining the 


tips of Shouto’s ears. 
The floors go up past one, two, three- 
“Bakugou.” Shouto turns to him with a sad look. “Can... Can | hug you?” 


A brief silence elapses, then Katsuki gives a slow nod. As Shouto pulls him into 
a soft embrace, he lets out a breath like he had been drowning and Katsuki was 
the air he needed. The blonde fits into his arms as if they were made for him, 
made to hold Katsuki. 


The staccato of their hearts beat together, so loud, so frantic, that it nearly 


suffocates them. 

Ding. The fourth floor. Neither of them move. 

Shouto is the first to speak, his voice wistful. “| don’t want tonight to end yet.” 
“...Me neither.” Katsuki mumbles into his shoulder. 


Standing there in each other’s arms, it was as though they were their own little 
universe. The moon and its star, wandering around in space until they found 


one another. 


When they finally pull back, mouths open to say their reluctant goodbyes, red 
meets gray and blue. Shouto feels his heart at his throat as he leans in, meeting 


Katsuki’s lips with his own. 


The first time they kiss, it feels like coming home. 


The first Katsuki does when he steps into his room is punch the fuck out of his 


pillow. 


That lasts for a good ten minutes before he slumps into bed, a scowl and 
faint blush still on his face. Damn half and half... How dare you do this to me. 


Planning this whole fucking date. Taking us to nice places and shit- 


It was so annoyingly thoughtful. He was so fucking touched, dammit. 109 


Katsuki takes a deep breath. He vows to himself: everything Shouto did for him 
today, he would pay back tenfold next year. No one catches Bakugou Katsuki 


off guard and gets away with it. Even his own boyfriend. 
Todoroki. 
Fuck. 


At the thought of him, the memories from today hit Katsuki with full force. He 
can’t help but smile like a lovestruck fool. It all plays back, too quickly yet too 


clearly in his mind, until the last thing he remembers is- 
We kissed. In the elevator. 
Our first kiss. 


“Fuck!!!” Katsuki screams, throwing his pillow so hard into the ceiling that it 
nearly sticks. His face is completely red and his heart is doing that dumb thing 
where it beats out of his chest again. The memory of Shouto’s smooth lips 
against his own, of Shouto’s warm breath against his cheeks, of Shouto’s gentle 


smile that looked at him with so much adoration- 
Ding. 


A text from his phone. 


half n half 

Are you still awake, Bakugou? 
bakugou katsuki 

how the hell did you know that 
and so what if | am? 


Katsuki growls. How dare this guy ask him that when he’s the reason Katsuki 
couldn't sleep in the first place? Stupid Todoroki with his stupid smile and pretty 
face and dumb fucking lips- 


half n half 


| heard a thump under my floor. re) 
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Can you not sleep? 


bakugou katsuki 

.. yeah 

half n half 

Ah. Me neither. 

Can | call you? 

bakugou katsuki 

...do whatever you want. 


Katsuki can hear his heart echo through the empty bedroom as he sees an 
incoming call from Shouto. If not for the hilarious contact photo of Shouto 
making an uncharacteristically ugly face, Katsuki’s sure he would have exploded 


his bedroom out of nervousness. 
“Hello?” Fuck. 


Katsuki takes it back. The sound of Shouto’s soft, drowsy voice alone is enough 


to send his heart flying again. 


“How are you?” 


“The fuck kind of question is that? | just saw you ten minutes ago--” He pauses. 
In the elevator. Where they had their first kiss. Fuck fuck fuck- 


“Hmmn.” Somehow, Katsuki can hear Shouto smile through the phone. 
“Shut up!” 

“| didn’t say anything.” 

“Youre so annoying...” 


“Ah.” He pauses, and Katsuki’s nearly worried he’s gone and accidentally made 


Shouto sad again, when- 


“_.. Katsuki.” 


His heart nearly stops. “Wh- what...” 111 
“Katsuki.” 
“W-What! Why are you suddenly-” 


Shouto laughs softly on the other line, the bastard. “I just wanted to say your 


name. It’s nice.” 


“Katsuki? Is something wrong?” 
“,..Shouto.” 


The whisper is quiet, nearly drowned out by the static of the phone, but 


Shouto hears it loud as day. 
When he finally answers, his voice is dripping with adoration. “Yes, Katsuki?” 


“,..Tell me about yourself. What you like, what you don’t like...” He sucks in a 


deep breath. “Everything.” 
Shouto sighs, so fondly that it hurts, before smiling. “If you'll have me.” 


That night, Katsuki falls asleep to the soft murmurs of his boyfriend through 
the phone. That night, when he dreams, it’s not of cold metal and restraints on 
his wrists. Not of sludge sliding down his throat or a searing hand against his 


neck. 


That night, he dreams of red and white and soft smiles under the moonlight. 


February 13th, 2020 
D-1 until Valentine’s Day 
Bakugou Katsuki was many things, and petty was definitely one of them. 


Shouto has known this since their first year, and has seen plenty of evidence to 
prove as much during the past two years. Still, that didn’t prepare him for what 


Katsuki had in store for him this year. 
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katsuki 

kitchen. ten minutes. 

be there or you're dead 

todoroki shouto 

ok 

A bit confused, Shouto checks the time - nearly 11 PM. 
‘It’s unusual for Katsuki to be up so l/ate.’ 


Before he steps out, Shouto opens his drawer and picks up a small red box and 


envelope. He glances at the calendar, smiling slightly, and pockets them. 


When Shouto enters the kitchen, he is met with the sight of his boyfriend 
standing there, arms crossed, wearing an apron. “Took you long enough!” 


Katsuki grumbles. 


“My bad.” Shouto goes in for a hug - it was their greeting towards each other 
whenever they were alone - but Katsuki shoves him away in embarrassment. 
“Ah- Katsuki...” 


The blonde ignores his pout and laughs. “Sit down. | got something for you. It’s 


not some cheesy fucking chocolate, but-” 


Shouto sits at the dining table, watching in awe as Katsuki sets a beautifully 
plated dessert in front of him. It’s a warm vanilla soufflé topped with white 
ice cream that was already beginning to melt. It looked amazing, and Shouto’s 
mouth drools a little at the sight. Before he has time to ask anything though, 
Katsuki shoves a spoon into his hand with a glare. It’s one he’s grown familiar 


with by now. 
“Don’t talk and just fucking eat,” it says. 


Obediently, Shouto takes a scoop of the soufflé, eyes widening in shock as a 
hot strawberry sauce spills from the inside. When he takes his first bite, he is 
hit with the familiar feeling of hot and cold. The warmth of the red strawberry 
sauce contrasts the chill of the white ice cream - milk, he realizes - and it’s so 


clear that Katsuki made it with Shouto in mind- 


His eyes turn glassy, both from awe at how delicious it was and from emotion 


because Katsuki made a Todoroki Shouto-esque soufflé, of all things. 


As Katsuki watches his boyfriend eat the dessert with sparkly eyes, he smirks 


fondly to himself. Hah! Damn right you better like it. This is only the start of my 


revenge. 


Noticing the smile on his face, Shouto sheepishly offers him the last bite. 
Katsuki lets out a bark of laughter and eats it anyways. He worked damn hard 
to make the damn thing, after all. Planning what dessert to make, choosing 
which flavors to use, learning to integrate hot and cold so it matched Shouto’s 
quirks, practicing to make the soufflé perfectly soft and fluffy. All in all, it had 


taken him over a month’s worth of trial and error to create it. 
Katsuki takes a bite, and feels pride blooming in his chest. Fuck, I’m amazing. 


It’s then that the clock strikes midnight, faint chiming ringing from the living 
room clock, and Katsuki says the words he’s been waiting to say for a year. 


Grinning, he leans in and flicks him on the nose. 
“Happy Valentine’s Day, Shouto.” 


“Ah.” Shouto stares blankly at him for a second, completely stunned, before 
jumping out of his seat and pulling the blonde into a hug. “Happy Valentine’s 
Day, Katsuki. Thank you.” 


“Hmph.” Katsuki grumbles when Shouto goes to kiss his forehead, but doesn’t 


move away. He would never admit it, but Shouto’s kisses always sent his heart 


flying. 


They stand there, content in their embrace, before Shouto finally remembers 
something. Pulling away briefly, he reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small 


red box and envelope. Katsuki quirks an eyebrow. “What's that?” 
“Hmn. Open it and see.” 


“Ah?! The hell...” He tears the envelope open first. Inside, there were two train 
tickets to the countryside town of Hakone. Katsuki feels his heart speed up. 
“What's this?” 


Shouto smiles. “You said that you wanted to go hiking together sometime. I’ve 
heard good things about Hakone, so | thought it’d be nice if we went together 


next week.” 


“You-” Romantic asshole...! Heart warming of the prospect of them going on 
a day trip together - because he casually suggested it, no less - Katsuki sets 
down the tickets with a blush. 


He opens the box next, revealing a sleek black watch inside. Katsuki looks up at 


Shouto with a glare. What the fuck! Since when did you get such good taste!! 


Before he can protest, however, Shouto smoothly takes the watch and clasps it 


on Katsuki’s wrist. “Why...” Katsuki mumbles, hating how much he already likes 
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the weight of the watch on his hand. It was a perfect fit. 


“Well, you wouldn’t let me plan anything for our date tomorrow... But | still 


wanted to do something for you, Katsuki.” 


Eyes softening, Shouto rolls up the sleeve of his turtleneck to reveal a royal 
blue watch. It was one Katsuki recognized all too well. He was the one who 
gifted it to Shouto for last year’s White Day, after all. Step 0.5 of his Valentine’s 


revenge plan. 

“Now we match.” 

“...You-” | love you, Katsuki feels the words catching at his throat. 
“T-Thanks...” 


“You’re welcome. Hmn...” Shouto gives him a soft peck on the temple. “Do 
you want to sit in the lounge for a bit? | want to spend more time with you, 
Katsuki.” 


Katsuki doesn’t trust himself to speak. His eyes glance between their matching 
watches, black and royal blue, before he looks up at Shouto’s stupidly 
endeared face. Growling, he grabs the boy’s wrist and drags him into the living 


room and onto the couch. 


How dare you surprise me again like this. Just you wait, half and half - I'll show 


you just how good a damn boyfriend | can be... 


Shouto hums, randomly giving Katsuki a soft kiss on the cheek. The blonde 


angrily gives him one back. 
But, for now- 


The warmth of the chest against his back, the security of the arms around his 
waist, the pleasant weight of a head resting on his shoulder... As Katsuki sits in 
Shouto’s arms into the late hours of the night, he can’t imagine a better feeling 
than this. 


February 14th, 2020 
Valentine’s Day 


After a day full of training in classes and avoiding the knowing looks from their 


classmates, it’s mid-evening when Katsuki knocks on Shouto’s door. 


“Ah, Katsuki. Are you ready to go?” 


“Shouldn’t | be asking you that? Hurry up already!” 
“Okay.” 


They take the train this time - dressed in neat casual clothes instead 
of tuxedos - and Shouto lets Katsuki lead the way. The ride is quiet, 
comfortable, and it’s not long before they reach their destination in the 


outskirts of Tokyo. 


“Hirobun Somen?” Shouto gapes at the sight. It’s a quaint, yet elegantly 
gorgeous restaurant. Straw-thatched roofs allow natural light to pour into 
the building. Still, what catches his eye most is the indoor water that spans 


across the restaurant. 


The waiter leads them to their seat, side by side and right in front of the 
water, and Shouto realizes that there are bamboo slides with water gently 
running through them. “And you are the party under ‘Bakugou Katsuki’, 
correct?” 


“Yeah, that’s me.” 


“Perfect! We'll have your request ready in just a minute. Please have a 
wonderful meal.” And with that, the waiter leaves to take care of the next 


guest. 


Shouto fidgets a bit in his seat. Something about this was familiar. He 
remembers seeing it somewhere in a book during his childhood. “Um, 


Katsuki? Where are wee” 
“Hah? You don’t even know this much?” 
“No.” 


Sighing, Katsuki turns to face him. “It’s nagashi somen. You do know what 


somen noodles are, right?” 


Shouto nods enthusiastically. “| know. They’re like the brother noodles to 


soba.” 


“What- Pffft.” The blonde lets out a sharp bark of laughter. “Of course you’d 


say that, you soba fanatic.” 
“Thank you.” 
“It wasn’t a compliment-” 


“Then, is it nagashi somen because we eat it in front of flowing water? That’s 


incredible...” 


115 


116 


Katsuki stifles a laugh as the waiter returns with two cups of dipping sauce 
and Shouto stares dazedly, wondering why they weren’t given a menu instead. 


“You'll see.” 


As if on cue, something starts flowing their way along the bamboo slide. It’s 
only when it reaches them that Shouto realizes that it’s noodles. Before he can 
even process it, Katsuki swiftly picks up the noodles with his chopsticks before 


they can flow away. 


He dips them into the sauce and turns to face Shouto, snorting at the stunned 
look on his boyfriend’s face. “Stop looking so dumb. Open up.” He obeys, and 
Katsuki does a quick check around the room to make sure no one’s watching 


before feeding the noodles to Shouto. 


It’s only then that Shouto realizes they’re not somen noodles at all, but rather- 
“Soba?” 


“Yeah, no shit.” The blonde laughs, ignoring Shouto’s awestruck gaze. He 
casually scoops up another passing clump of noodles. “Usually, somen flow 
down here and you’re supposed to grab them before they get away. |! put ina 


request to get us soba, though.” 
Shouto sucks in a breath. “...For me?” 
“Obviously, idiot.” 

“...Katsuki... Can | embrace you?” 


“You- What the fuck!! Not here!” He kicks Shouto under the table with an 


embarrassed glare. 
“Then... later?” 


“...Just shut up and eat!!” Shouto obliges, but a warm smile graces his face 


because that wasn’t necessarily a no. 


For the rest of the date, Shouto spends most of his time staring intensely at 
the entrance of the slide, waiting for the noodles to come out so he could try 
to snag them before Katsuki could. Despite dating for over a year now, their 
competitive spirit hadn’t died down a bit. If anything, being in a relationship 


made the two even more competitive than before. 


Katsuki wins in terms of accuracy, but Shouto wins when it comes to total soba 


consumed. 


When it comes time for the check, Shouto sneakily grabs his boyfriend’s hands 


and holds them in his own. 
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the giant slide that seemingly produced an infinite amount of soba noodles. 
Katsuki knew that look. 


“No!!” He hisses. “You are not buying a giant noodle slide!” 
“But- | want our house to have one...” 


Katsuki ignores how his stomach flips at the phrase ‘our house’, at the 
thought of them living together in the future. As newlyweds. But fuck, this 
wasn’t the time for that. 


“No way.” 


They leave the restaurant in high spirits, though Shouto stares wistfully at the 


bamboo slide for a solid minute before Katsuki has to drag him out. 


As they ride the train back, the soft glow of dusk dims around them and 
bleeds into the quiet, dark nightfall. Once they reach central Tokyo again, it’s 
already past 8 PM. 


“Oi.” Katsuki sticks out his hand with a flush. Shouto immediately interlaces 


it with his own. 
“Yes?” 


“,..Romantic walk. Let’s fucking go.” Shouto wants to combust. Why was his 


boyfriend so cute- 


“Okay.” Nodding, he lets Katsuki lead them to the nearby public park. It was 
a beautiful garden, trees and bridges surrounding a vast lake with a pagoda 
at its center. They walk together, hand in hand, and enjoy the warm comfort 


of being by each other’s side. 


On their second lap around the park, Shouto pulls Katsuki into a gentle kiss 
under the cover of the trees. He feels his heart bloom as Katsuki recipro- 


cates, wrapping his arms around Shouto’s neck to pull him closer. 
| love you. 


“Katsuki...” He parts for a moment, immediately wanting to dive in again 
because the sight of Katsuki chasing his lips with a pout was so adorable that 


Shouto could barely breathe. 
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currently kissing his boyfriend in public was catching up to him. 
“You're so cute.” 


“I’m- What- Shut up!!” Shouto seals his lips with another kiss before he can 


protest further, and Katsuki melts into it with a half-hearted reluctance. 


After the fourth walk around the same park - and the third round of silently 
kissing under the trees - a blushing Katsuki leads a very content Shouto back 
into the crowded streets. They move past the sea of people before heading 


into a large shopping mall. 


At the center of an open plaza, the sight of beautiful illuminations shining 
through the darkness makes Shouto’s jaw fall slack. They look like giant spires 


and valleys, basking the area and people around them with a blue white glow. 
He spots an English sign in the far corner and squints. 
“Curry Tap Lights?” 


“It’s Caretta Lights, you idiot.” Katsuki cackles, dragging them even closer to 


the center just in time for a voice to project through the speakers. 


“Dear esteemed guests. The Caretta Lights show will begin shortly. Please 


remember to be mindful of the others around you. Thank you, and enjoy.” 


Shouto blinks, looking around the lights before back at Katsuki. There’s a soft 


wonder in his voice. “The lights are so pretty here.” 
“Well, yeah. You think I'd pick some lame place for us to go?” 


“No, but...” He smiles softly. “It just reminded me of our walk by the river last 


year. Do you remember?” 


Katsuki growls. Of course he fucking remembers. That was one of the best days 
of his life, how could he not? Before he can respond, however, the lights dim 


even further and music starts to slowly rise from the speaker. 


He flicks Shouto on the nose before secretly grabbing his hand. “Oi. Pay 


attention, it’s starting.” 


“What's starting-” Shouto’s voice cuts off as the lights start to flicker, dim, and 
shine to the rhythm of the music. As though surrounded by a sea of never- 
ending stars, the two watch in awe as the illuminations move and pulse with a 


life of its own. 
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“Pretty fucking awesome, right?” Katsuki nudges his shoulder with a proud 


grin. “Today’s the last day they’re having it, too.” 


Shouto turns to look at him, heart caught in his throat. ~...It’s incredible, 
Katsuki.” 


‘You're incredible.’ 


The glow of the illuminations, coupled with the scattered starlight, casts a 
gentle halo on Katsuki’s beautiful smile. At that moment, he looked as though 
he belonged with the celestials, as though he could disappear right before 


his eyes. 


Shouto’s grip tightens, and he stands just a bit closer. 


When the show ends and they return to the dorms again, it’s nearly midnight. 
The living room is empty, everyone either off to bed or out having fun on 
their own. As they step into the elevator, hands still interlaced, Katsuki looks 


at Shouto with a soft glare. 
“Close your eyes. And don’t open them until | say so.” 


Shouto obliges, smiling a bit. ‘Does he have another present? | wonder what it 


cou~-’ 
A softness against his lips. 


Immediately, Shouto’s eyes fly open and he is met with the sight of Katsuki’s 


embarrassed and angry face. 


“You bastard! | told you not to open them ‘til | said so!!” The blonde screams, 
pushing him away, but Shouto’s head is completely blank because did Katsuki 


just initiate a kiss- 


“T-That’s the last present you're getting! I’m not doing it again, got that?!” 
Katsuki yells, though the stutter and blush on his cheeks reveals his true 


feelings. 
‘Ah. He’s so cute.’ 


Shouto pulls Katsuki into his arms, much to the other’s protest, and pecks 
him softly on the temple. “Thank you.” When Shouto pulls back to smile at 


him, Katsuki’s expression is a mix of adoration and frustration. 
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“Whatever... Fuckin’ payback for last year.” He grumbles, but a trace of a smile 
plays at his lips. Shouto feels his heart burst at the sight. Words can’t describe 
how much Katsuki means to him, how much Shouto is willing to give just to see 


that smile every day for the rest of his life. 


“...l love you, Katsuki.” He says, voice soft but laced with all the conviction in 


the world. 


The words hang in the air, heavy with a benign suffocation, as Katsuki takes in 


their sincerity. Shouto’s sincerity. 


His usual sharp red eyes soften as they gaze into Shouto’s gentle grey and blue. 


A mutual tenderness. 


Katsuki gives a small, bashful nod, and it’s all Shouto needs before he pulls the 
blonde into a tight hug again. God, he was happy. Happy to have Katsuki in his 


arms. Happy to be able to call this person his. 


They embrace in comfortable silence, hearts beating in sync as the elevator 


continues up past floors one, two, three- 
“| love you too, Shouto.” 
Ding. 


The whisper is almost drowned out by the sound of the elevator, but Shouto 


hears the quiet confession as clear as day. ‘Did- did Katsuki just-?” 


Before Shouto can even react, Katsuki jumps out of his arms and dashes out 
of the elevator. A flash of red-stained ears and ash blonde hair is the last thing 


Shouto sees before the doors slowly slide close. 


Shouto stands there blankly for a solid ten minutes, replaying the words in his 
head. 


| love you too, Shouto. 
| love you too, Shouto. 
| love you too, Shouto. 


Alone in the elevator, Todoroki Shouto laughs softly to himself as he wonders 
how he ever became so lucky. To have the person he loves love him back, to 


have him love Shouto for all that he is. 


‘| love you, Katsuki. More than anything in the world.’ 


That night, Shouto falls asleep to the memory of Katsuki in his arms. That night, 


when he dreams, it’s not of scorching flames and blisters on his arms. Not of 121 


the horror in his mother’s eyes or the searing heat against his face. 


That night, he dreams of blonde hair and red eyes and soft lips under the 


starlight. 


